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BASEBALL MINE 


Strike One: He’s my brother’s best friend. 
Strike Two: He’s an older man. 
Strike Three: A baseball romance would never work. 


My brother’s best friend plays professional baseball 
from March to October, but | want the two of us to team up 
ina May - December romance kinda way all year round. 


When I show up at his playoff game and see him in those 
white baseball pants it’s not the first time | dream of 
getting to second base for the first time with the only man 
I’ve ever wanted. 


But when it comes time to win it all with him will he claim 
me as his ultimate “teammate” in the game of life so we can 
start a family that lasts forever, or will this younger woman 
strike out looking like a fool? 


*Baseball Mine is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger 
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CHAPTER 1 


Brynn 


My hands run down the denim covering my thighs, my 
palms pressing in hard. 


When they reach my knees my fingers grip hard as | lean 
forward at the same time Bryce, first baseman for the LA 
Dolphins, leans down and forward as the pitcher delivers the 
ball towards the plate. 


“Strike!” the umpire yells and while everyone around me 
cheers wildly, | just bite down harder on my bottom lip. 


| haven't taken my eyes off of Bryce since the game started. 
When he went into the dugout in-between innings, that’s 
where my eyes went right along with him. 


As the star first baseman for the team that’s one out away 
from qualifying for the World Series, I’m sure I’m not the only 
one in attendance tonight who’s watching him like a hawk 
either. 


Bryce is six foot three with dark hair, blue eyes, and a body 
full of muscles. 


And so far those manly muscles of his account for the only 
run of the game. 


The Dolphins are holding onto a one to nothing lead and I’m 
holding onto my knees so hard as | lean forward | probably 


look like a kid in the backseat of a car on a long road trip 
who's dying to use the toilet. 


But what I’m dying for is not to have my hands on my body, 
but his. The way he grips that bat barehanded without any 
batting gloves. The way that big mitt scoops up everything 
hit his way and plucks throws out of the air with the greatest 
of ease. His effortless athleticism and flexibility covering the 
first base bag have my mind thinking of all the ways he 
could make me his in the thirty-five million dollar house that 
TMZ reports he bought along the coast this past offseason. 


Who spends thirty-five million on a house? A guy who just 
signed a multi-year contract for a quarter of a billion dollars, 
with a b. 


And also b as in BFF, which is exactly what he’s been with 
my brother since before they even knew how to sign their 
own names, let alone for more money than the GDP of some 
small countries as Bryce now has in his checking account. 


“Earth to Brynn. Do you read me, sis?” 


“I’m watching the game, Finn,” | say to my brother who’s 
right next to me in our front-row seats along the first base 
line. | love my brother to pieces, but I’m annoyed that he’s 
trying to take my attention off of the game, and by game | 
mean all the sexy games I’ve been thinking about Bryce and 
| playing for the last three hours. 


Those white baseball pants don’t leave much to the 
imagination, not that my mind needs any help filling in the 


gaps. 


| feel the steady thud-thud, thud-thud, thud-thud of my 
heart beating in my chest and | swear now that Bryce is 


down to the last out | can feel my pulse in my neck. 
And that’s not the only part of me that’s pulsing either. 


“Take a breath,” Finn says. “You look like you’re gonna have 
a heart attack over there if you keep stroking your arms and 
then your thighs. Are your eyes dry by the way?” 


“Why would my eyes be dry? | can see perfectly,” | say 
without turning to address him. 


“Because you haven't blinked once since we got here and 
your eyes are glossed over Your skin looks flush and you 
haven't heard half the things | said tonight.” 


“| heard them. | was just...focusing on the game,” | say 
realizing maybe | did miss some of his comments... or maybe 
almost all of them. 


But these seats didn’t come cheap and I’m going to make 
the most of watching Bryce bend over each and every time 
that pitcher throws a pitch. 


One of our salesmen had a client he was supposed to take to 
the game but the client had to cancel last second, when 
they cancelled | offered to do his expense reports for an 
entire year and wash his car every week too in exchange for 
the tickets. | thought it was a fair offer, but he wasn’t 
interested. 


But what he was interested in was me, and | had to pony up. 
One date with him. | would have preferred the former, but | 
had to go with the latter. 


So that means he’s getting a taco Tuesday, immediately 
after work, and we're in there at 5:01 and I’m out before 


6:00 p.m. | feel bad, but he wants a date so l'Il give hima 
“date.” 


But the only date that matters right now is a date to the 
World Series if the Dolphins can get this final out. 


And although Bryce is the reason they’re ahead, he’s also 
the reason there’s a man on third right now 


The whole game the sound of those balls the infielders 
would scoop up and throw to Bryce was like music to my 
ears. The way the ball popped when it went into his glove. 
The tight sound of a vacuum Sealing, and I know a lot about 
tight spaces that are sealed vacuum tight. 


Because I’ve been saving mine for him. 


But when the first batter of the inning hit a grounder to the 
shortstop for some reason | yelled out, “Throw it to Bryce! 
He'll catch it.” 


Like he was going to throw it anywhere else. What an idiot | 
sounded like. 


And then | looked like one after Bryce’s head turned ever so 
Slightly right after my words and the ball, which was like a 
rocket out of the shortstop’s arm, hit the tip of his mitt and 
went sailing towards the stands as the runner was not only 
safe, when he should have been easily out, but advanced all 
the way to third.. 


My cheeks were red as roses | was so embarrassed and the 
boos that came down on me in my section didn’t help much 
either. 


But as Bryce hustled over to grab the ball as it ricocheted off 
the padding that separates the fans from the field | swear he 
looked up at me. I know he did. 


And my first thought was to jump right over that barrier and 
give him a kiss and apologize. 


Yes, I’m completely losing my marbles tonight. So much so 
that | even Googled, “What happens if you run onto the field 
and kiss a baseball player,” only to find a bunch of 
information on a very top-heavy woman from the 1970s and 
80s affectionately known in baseball circles as “Morganna 
the Kissing Bandit.” 


She better not be here tonight and go after my Bryce or I will 
jump over this railing, dodge the CIA looking security guards 
they have on the field, and hip check her into next week. 
She’s not laying a finger on him. 


The two teams tonight have been fighting like cats and dogs 
for the entirety of this seven game series, and these seven 
games come after the one hundred and sixty-two game 
regular season and the five game series from the first round 
of the playoffs, but tonight I’m the one who wants to get my 
claws into him...or more accurately his back. 


“Hands up!” Finn yells. 


The crack of the bat echoes through my mind, my brain 
processing it way too late as | watch Bryce running right 
over towards us. Everyone in my section quickly stands and 
as | look up | see a foul ball coming right for us. 


| feel a heavy elbow in my back and pushing from all 
directions, but | don’t take my eyes off Bryce. 


He’s looking straight up into the night sky, his eyes tracking 
the ball as it dances in and out of the extremely bright lights 
which are lighting this stadium up like it’s high noon at the 
beach on a summer day. 


And although it’s October I feel hotter than if | was at the 
beach. 


“Move bitch!” | hear from the mouth attached to the elbow 
behind me as the pressure increases and Bryce just keeps 
getting closer and closer very quickly. 


Bryce’s eyes dart from the ball to the stands and | swear he 
locks on me for just a split second before looking back up at 
the ball. 


“Don't move, Brynn!” he yells and my body freezes as he 
takes two more steps in his sprint and suddenly his feet 
leave the field of play and he’s flying through the air headed 
right into the stands... 


...and right at me! 


CHAPTER 2 


Bryce 
| knew I saw her in the stands. 


| was taking furtive glances over in her direction into the 

stands all game, but every time | did those damn camera 

flashes would go off from the media pit and I'd be blinded 
for the next few seconds. 


But when she yelled those words of encouragement to me 
my entire body tensed and | missed that damn throw. It’s 
not her fault at all though. I’m a professional. I’ve made 
that catch literally hundreds if not thousands of times in my 
life. 


But never with her in the stands, at least not since | was 
playing high school ball and she was just a kid. 


| spotted her brother first, but he was getting a bag of 
peanuts so he didn’t see me. 


Baseball players have always prided themselves on being 
more professional than the other big sports so it’s heavily 
frowned upon by the league to be looking into the stands 
and interacting with the fans during the game. Plus what 
does that say about our respect for the competition if we’re 
doing that? 


And speaking of respect I’m just hoping none of those 
photographers got a shot of my raging erection after she 
called out my name. | wear a cup, sure, but the thing was 


way too tight the moment | saw her and | Swear my cock is 
harder than a steel pipe right now, pushing that cup against 
my already tight baseball pants. 


If those photographers had any sense they’d turn those 
Cameras around and take some pictures of her. She’s so 
damn beautiful she belongs on the cover of a magazine, not 
that | would want her on one. | don’t want anybody looking 
at her but me. 


“Get your head in the game thirty-five!” my coach yells. 
“This guy’s a pull hitter” 


| look down at my feet and realize I’m totally out of position. 
| should be rotated more towards third but I’ve got them 
angled down the line... towards her. 


But | don’t have to be looking at her, or subconsciously 
pointing my body in her direction to know where she is. 


I can smell her | swear 


The stadium smells like spilled beer, peanuts and hot dogs 
as it does like most nights, but there’s just one little area 
that | smell every time | run off the field. The place where | 
slow down just a little bit to pretend like I’m superstitious 
and don’t want to step on the foul line, but what I’m really 
doing is taking in a big sniff of her. 


God she smells so sweet. After the game I want to go over 
there and smell her up close. To see her for the first time in 
years. 


What the hell is wrong with me? I’ve waited my whole life 
for this moment, ever since | played T-ball before | was even 


in school, and now that I’m here | just want to get over into 
the stands with her? 


Time is a thief, keeping me over here for one more out when 
| could be staring into those beautiful eyes of hers, asking 
her what she’s been up to, and figuring out how to transition 
the conversation from the past and into the future. 


As in our future together. 


People that aren’t fans of baseball often say watching it is 
like watching grass grow, but apparently that’s not the only 
thing that’s grows at baseball stadiums these days because 
wow...has she ever grown up. 


And my need for her is completely grown up as well. 


I’ve never been so hard in my entire life. And having wood 
this thick and hard that isn’t a bat at a baseball stadium, 
which is filled to its capacity of fifty-six thousand fans, is not 
what | had in mind tonight. 


But do I ever want to put my own wood in my hand as | line 
up the head to her opening afterwards to celebrate this 
victory. 

Because | know we're going to win. 


Because she’s here. 


But there’s no way | can be with my best friend’s little 
sister... right? 


And | would never equate being with her to celebrating a 
victory in a baseball game. No way. She’s so much more 
than that. 


Sure this would be the biggest game of my life, but life in 
and of itself is so much bigger than playing a kid’s game as 
an adult. 

And as a twenty-nine year old something must have clicked 
tonight. Something that | never considered let alone ever 
thought of for a single second in my entire life. 


Having a family. A little slugger of my own, and the perfect 
wife who would make our little baseball buddy with me 


Her 
Her and only her. 


What’s up with my mind? Why are these thoughts running 
through my head? 


And how did she turn out that... that... beautiful? 

Good lord she’s stunning. 

I’ve never seen a woman so beautiful in my life. Sure, she 
was a cute kid and all, but aren’t all kids? She is what? 
Nine years younger than us if memory serves me. So that 
means she must be twenty now. 


Twenty years old. So innocent. 


And she’s from a nice family so I’d bet anything she hasn’t 
been with anyone before. 


Never claimed. 


My cock throbs as the pitcher gets the sign from our catcher. 


But | caught a different kind of sign before this game ever 
started, during warm-ups, when | saw her. 


It’s time to be a real man and make a family... with her 

As the catcher catches a glimpse of the sign | kick some dirt 
toward the foul line and my eyes follow it quickly up and 
into the stands to get another look. 


What the fuck? 


| look back a second time, not even trying to hide it this 
time. 


Some fucking guy a row behind her is leaning so far forward 
in his seat that he’s practically breathing down her neck. He 
could kiss her if he moved his head about a foot to the right. 


Hell no. 


| look away, focusing back on the game as | squeeze my 
hand hard in my mitt. 


A hard sigh comes from my mouth as my eyes narrow. 


| angrily swipe at the air with my glove, but there are no 
mosquitoes this time of year. 


| feel the vein in my forehead throbbing as my lips press 
together, my jaw clenches, and my nostrils flare. 


| feel oxygen rush into my lungs as blood pumps fast and 
heavy through me. 


My right foot starts tapping uncontrollably | adjust my cup. 
I’m so damn fidgety right now. So pissed off. 


| turn quickly spit in that asshole’s direction. Baseball 
players are known for spitting, but it’s the first time I’ve ever 
done that in my career on field. | try to be a good role model 
for kids. | know what it’s like to grow up without a dad, or 
any family for that matter | take this whole baseball player 
slash community member slash role model thing very, very 
seriously. 


And once I put a baby in her then I really will be part of the 
community. It’s time my house becomes a home. It’s time | 
know what it’s like to walk a baby along the boardwalk along 
the beach in the morning in the South Bay of LA 


| hear the crack of the bat. Shit! | was daydreaming. 


“Bellingen” the pitcher yells my last name and points up to 
the sky. 


| catch a lucky break and my eyes find the ball immediately 
and | start running in a full sprint towards where it’s going to 
land. 

But this towering popup is looking foul by the second. 


Is it gonna stay in? Is it gonna go into the stands? 


If it stays in | catch it and we win the game and go on to the 
World Series. 


The thought energized me and my all out sprint turns into 
more of a man running from a bloodthirsty cheetah on the 
open savannah. 


| see the right fielder coming in almost as quickly. 
“Mine!” | yell. 


“Take it! Take it! Take it!” he yells in situations like this 
when we absolutely have to be on the same page. 


And we are because he sees that look in my eyes and knows 
I’m a freight train that can’t be stopped. 


But what | glance into the crowd as I’m about to run into the 
stands | see what really can’t be stopped is that damn son of 
a bitch who was behind Brynn. 


First he was close enough to kiss her and now the dyed 
blond haired, pineapple skinned prick has his elbow in her 
back. 


| don’t tolerate disrespect, especially when it comes to 
women and children, and I’m going to put a stop to this right 
fucking now! 


CHAPTER 3 


Brynn 


| close my eyes and feel the swooshing of wind blow right 
past me and suddenly the weight is off my back. 


| slowly open my eyes and see Bryce is completely 
horizontal, but he’s got his elbow and his mitt in the face of 
that guy who was pushing me. The man is lying in beer, hot 
dog wrappers and other garbage and Bryce is basically 
using his body as a shield from all the trash. He must have 
hit him so hard that he dropped him like a big plastic bag of 
rubbish at the curb on garbage day. 


Suddenly there’s an umpire right in my face with both hands 
on the barrier in front of us. “Show me the ball,” he yells. 


A few fans scramble looking for the ball. “Mine. Mine 
Mine!” they yell digging through the garbage on the ground, 
looking for it in the seats, but coming up empty. 


“That baseball is mine!” Bryce says digging his bare hand 
into his mitt and holding it skyward. 


“He’s out!” the umpire yells and the fans go crazy. 
Bryce uses his mitt in the guys face for leverage to stand 
up. It looks worse than what Jason Varitek from Boston did 


to Alex Rodriguez from New York back in 2004. 


| hear the clickety-clack of his cleats on the cement as he 
looks at me. 


“And she’s mine too,” he says. 


| feel his massive fingers slide behind my head and suddenly 
his face is moving quickly towards mine as the camera 
flashes from the media pit fire so quickly and brightly and so 
many all at once | can’t even see. 


But | can feel... his lips come down hard right on mine. 


CHAPTER 4 


Bryce 


| feel Brynn’s sweet lips melt into mine and a sensation 
overtakes me. Part of it is clinching a trip to the World 
Series, but an even bigger part is how | have her head 
clinched firmly, yet gently, in my hand as I press her face 
into mine. 


Suddenly stadium security is pulling me from the stands and 
| reach out for her but it’s too late. There must be six or 
seven guys moving me out of the crowd as the fans go wild 
and my teammates rush to greet me. 


The next fifteen minutes are a complete blur. 


All the news stations are interviewing me on the field. One 
of my teammates comes up from behind me during one of 
the interviews and gives me the baseball tradition of a 
shaving cream pie in the face on national television. 


And then the champagne spraying starts. 


| grab a pair of goggles and join in with the guys I’ve battled 
one hundred and sixty-two games with this season plus the 

postseason games, but my mind isn’t on my guys right now. 

It’s on her. 


And how I wish we were drinking champagne at some nice 
restaurant along the coast celebrating this victory together. 
And not just this victory, but the real victory...that | found 


my woman who | will take this crazy journey through life 
with. 


“Who was that sexy senorita you were kissing up on,” my 
teammate Pedro Puig says in the locker room. 


| just turn to him and give him a death stare. “She’s not the 
sexy senorita. She’s my sexy senorita.” 


“My bad,” he says taking a step back and showing me his 
palms letting me know he meant no harm by it. “I didn’t 
even know she was Latin, bro.” 


She’s not. At least not that | know of, but then again this is 
California so there are a lot of multicultural people here even 
when you might not first notice it. 


“Even if she was she wouldn’t be going on one of your salsa 
dates,” | say. Puig smiles as if he’d been caught with his 
hand in the cookie jar. 


He came to the LA. Dolphins a few years ago from Cuba, 
signing a huge contract and he made a big splash in the 
city...and with the ladies as well. 

He’s known for showing up in the morning after having been 
out salsa dancing all night after a win. He’s a wild and fun 
guy and gets almost any woman he wants. 

But not mine. No way. No how. No sir. 


She belongs to me and it’s time | claim her as mine. 


CHAPTER 5 


Brynn 
The next day 


| sit down at TGI Fridays with Larry from sales thinking about 
how I can get this over with as fast as possible 


As a matter of fact I’ve wanted this day over as fast as 
possible and have already put in for a personal day for 
tomorrow so | don’t have to answer any more questions from 
my co-workers about what happened at the game last night. 


But apparently Larry has one more. 


“| saw you put in for a personal day tomorrow,” he says as he 
flashes me a plastic smile and gives me a wink. 


| feel like ants are crawling up my spine at the sight of that 
and | literally shiver. 


“Yeah, you know. Just better to let this pass,” | say “With 
the news cycle the way it is it will blow over soon.” | was 
hoping it would already be old news by the time | got into 
work this morning, but apparently all anyone wanted to talk 
about was the Dolphins going to the World Series...and how 
| got kissed by Bryce Bellinger the star first baseman. 


“You sure you didn’t take that day off because you were 
expecting a long night with the Lairmeister?” he says as his 
eyebrows raise up and down a few times. 


I’m not sure if | should punch him, ask for the check now so | 
can “pay” for these two complimentary waters, or throw my 
water in his face. 


But | do work with the guy and my job is important to me. 
It’s the reason why | didn’t take a day off today and why I’ve 
been busting my tail at the company. And I’ve already taken 
my allotment of days off this year to spend time with my 
grandmother who’s ill and who l'II go visit tomorrow... unless 
Bryce somehow turns up to explain just what the heck 
happened at the baseball game yesterday. 


Finn has been trying to get ahold of him since he was pulled 
off me in the stands, but his calls just go immediately to 
voicemail. Bryce must have got so many calls during the 
game after that towering homerun he hit and then after they 
won | bet his phone was completely stuffed with messages. 


Although I can think of some other stuffing the two of us 
should be doing. 


Larry continues giving me weird faces, but none as strange 
as the look Finn gave me after Bryce kissed me. 


I'd never seen Finn so excited, being right in the center of 
the action for such an incredible moment for both his best 
friend, the city, and the entire baseball world. 


And then the minute Bryce planted that kiss on me it’s like 
Finn wanted to wither up and die. 


Shock doesn’t even explain his reaction. Confusion either 
We celebrated at a bar nearby the stadium after the game, 


but Finn wasn’t nearly as excited as he had been during the 
game and up until Bryce and | had our... moment. 


My picture was on the front of the LA Times, but luckily no 
one my age reads newspapers anymore. 


But my grandma does and the first thing she asked is if |’d 
gotten married without telling her. 


That made me laugh and put me in a better mood, but | 
don’t think anything is going to put me in a good enough 
mood to get through the next hour with Larry. 


“We'll have a Barbados Lemonade Slush with mango, 
passion fruit, strawberry purée, fresh lime, lemon juices, and 
agave syrup and a pineapple sunshine,” Larry tells the 
waitress when she comes by. Then he gives me a passionate 
look. 


“Make mine a double!” | say The waitress pulls her jaw and 
her eyebrows up giving me that knowing glance that I’m on 
the Titanic and I’m sinking into a deep, dark abyss fast. 


“Sure thing,” she says. “Which one is yours?” she asks. 

| have no idea what Larry even ordered or why he didn’t 
simply ask me what | wanted. Maybe because he know | 
would have said | wanted out of here! “Hers is the pineapple 
sunshine,” he says. 

“So yours is the Barbados Lemonade Slush with mango, 
passion fruit, strawberry purée, fresh lime, lemon juices, and 
agave syrup,” she says confirming with Larry. 

“That’s right,” he says. 


“Riilight,” she says as she walks back towards the bar. 


But just as she walks away someone else walks in. 

“Don’t think our date’s off because your ballplayer buddy 
just walked in,” Larry says as everyone in the place turns to 
see Bryce and his teammates walk in. 


Could this get any worse, | think to myself as | slide down 
into my chair hoping he won’t see me. 


But it’s way too late for that as his eyes find me immediately 
and lock onto me like lasers. 


And by the looks of things he doesn’t like what he sees. 


CHAPTER 6 


Bryce 


| didn’t want to come here in the first place and the moment 
| see her with that guy it takes me from angry to furious. 


But now I’m glad I’m here. 


Because it gives me a chance to put things right and to go 
and get what’s mine. 


My teammates grab the booth they reserved under Marvin K. 
Mooney, or some other Dr. Seuss character name they chose 
this time, and | make my way over there to grab this guy 
and tell him it’s time to go. 


Part of me is trying to remember I’m in a public place and 
anything | say and do will end up on social media. 


But | can’t live my life for other people. | have to live it for 
myself. 


“Bryce,” Brynn says as | approach her table. Damn I want to 
be mad at her right now but the moment I get close and get 
a good look at her, smell that perfume of hers, and just take 
in her aural can’t. The effect she has on me pisses me off. | 
don’t like knowing she’s practically superhuman when it 
comes to the spell she suddenly has over me. “This is my 
co-worker, Larry,” she says as if she knows exactly what I’m 
thinking and is making sure that what | seem to be seeing is 
definitely not what’s happening. 


“We're on a date,” Larry says. 


“No you’re not... Larry,” | say not even making eye contact 
with him. 


“Yes we are. If she hadn’t agreed then she wouldn’t have 
had the tickets to go to the game and meet you. Can I get a 
picture by the way?” he asks whipping out his camera and 
preparing to take a picture like they all do. Like I’m not even 
human and I’m just some possession they can do with what 
they please. 


But the only possession here is her, and she is mine. 


“You know you could have asked me for tickets,” | say 
looking into those eyes of hers. She looks embarrassed and 
sad. Like | caught her doing something wrong and she’s 
deeply sorry about it. And I did catching her doing 
something wrong, but she agreed to this before the game... 
before that life-changing kiss...so there’s not much I can say 
about it. But I can fix it and that’s exactly what I’m going to 
do. 


“| didn’t want to bother you and | didn’t know if you had 
already given tickets to Finn or some other friends,” she 
Says. 


Damn, why didn’t | think to get tickets for them? We didn’t 
get a player allotment because it was the league 
championship series, but | could have bought some on the 
open market and just given them to them. I have the money 
after all. It’s just that when I’m in season I’m so focused on 
the games, and with such a brutal schedule all year long | 
literally get lost in my sport, disappearing from the time 
spring training starts until the end of the season. 


And I’m not used to our season going this long. This is all 
new to me. I’ve never been in the playoffs before, let alone 
headed to the World Series. 


But were I need to be headed soon is down the aisle, with 
her. 


| feel Larry leaning against my shoulder “Can you just look 
this way?” he asks as he practically tries to nuzzle up to me 
like he’s a puppy or something. 


“Can you just quit looking like a complete douchebag?” | ask 
taking his phone from him and slamming it down onto the 
table. 


“Hey! That’s my company iPhone. I’m going to get in 
trouble if it’s broken.” 


This guy just doesn’t get it. 


| turn my head to him, finally making eye contact as | give 
him a stare that lets him know | am not fucking around. 
“You're already in trouble because if you don’t get the fuck 
outta here right now you’re gonna get broken,” | say. 


Old Larry there looks pretty shocked and I’m guessing he’s 
going to need a change of underwear by the time he gets 
home as he grabs his phone and scurries toward the door. 


“Now that you’re business meeting is over let’s get outta 
here,” | say. 


Brynn smiles and | offer her my hand helping her out of her 
seat. 


“One Barbados Lemonade Slush with mango, passion fruit, 
strawberry purée, fresh lime, lemon juices, and agave 
syrup...and a pineapple sunsh-oh!” the waitress says 
dropping the drinks. 


“Sorry about that, Mister Bellinger,” she says. “Oh wow 
You’re...here. You’re...at my table. Oh my gosh.” 


“We're just leaving,” | say, handing her a hundred dollar bill 
for her troubles and putting my arm around Brynn. 


“Oh! Before you go can I get a picture. No one’s going to 
believe | met you.” 


“We'll have a fan day before the World Series starts. Just 
swing by the stadium and you can meet any and all the 
players you want,” | say reminding myself we are community 
liaisons and she certainly does seem like a fan of the team. 


“But you're here now and | was just—” 
“I’m just leaving. And I don’t do pictures and signings... 
when I’m out with my woman,” I say. “I’m sure you 


understand.” 


Brynn looks like she’s seen a ghost and she most certainly 
does not understand. 


And that’s why we're getting out of this place. 
We've got catching up todo. There are so many things to 
talk about and | want her to understand exactly where 


things go from here. 


To leave no doubt in her mind that she’s mine now. 


Mine and only mine. 


CHAPTER 7 


Brynn 


“Don’t you have to let your teammates know you left?” | ask 
as we Slide into a dark booth in the back of a quiet cafe just 
down the street. | never even knew this place existed let 
alone that someone like Bryce would know about it. 


“I'ma big boy. I’m sure they'll be okay.” 


Isn't that the truth. | could feel just how big he was when he 
opened the door for me and | slid in front of him to enter and 
just so happened to “accidentally” brush against him. 


“But I’m glad that you’re thinking of other people,” he says. 
“You're very caring. How’s your grandmother by the way?” 


“You remember her?” 


“Remember her? How could | forget the incredible woman 
who Finn and | practically ate out of house and home?” 


| laugh. “I still can’t believe how much food the two of you 
were able to eat on a daily basis,” | say. 


“What do you mean were?” 


We both laugh. | like this. This is effortless, like a day at the 
beach. | can’t even believe I’m here right now. Just twenty 
minutes ago | was expecting I’d be pulling my hair out right 
about now, but now I’m already fantasizing about Bryce 
knifing his hand through my hair and giving it a good tug as 


he slaps me on the ass as he does things to me that no one 
ever has before. 


Bryce’s comment gives me an excuse to check out his body. 
“You've definitely... filled out,” | say reaching across the 
small table and playfully grabbing for his bicep. 


But he doesn’t pull away and what | meant to be playful 
turns into something entirely different when my fingers 
make contact with his shirt and I go to squeeze his arm. 


But there’s nothing to squeeze except maybe the moisture 
out of my panties which are becoming damper by the 
second. 


How | wish that layer of white fabric wasn’t between my 
fingers and him. How | wish it was my fingers on his skin. 
How | wish I could see his muscles, and not just the ripples 
they make underneath his shirt. 


“Stop flexing,” | say. 

“Like this,” he says, and without moving his forearm or hand 
or anything his bicep immediately enlarges, forcing my hand 
back a good few inches. 

“Oh my god. You're like a rock,” | say. 

“You have to be when you play pro ball. | get hit by ten or 
twelve pitches a year _I’d rather have them bounce off of me 


than break something.” 


“| think you could break through a wall with those muscles,” 
| say allowing my hand to linger on his arm. 


“Could or have. That’s a story for another day | guess. 
Young super-competitive guys playing minor league ball. 
We used to come up with the craziest challenges, but that’s 
when I was an immature kid and | didn’t know what | was 
doing...or what | wanted in life beyond playing baseball.” 


It makes me think of all the immature guys who I met in 
college. | always told myself they’d grow up eventually, but 
| wasn’t going to sit around waiting for them like some of my 
friends were. Some of my girlfriends in my classes got 
boyfriends basically betting on their future potential. 


I’m not one to gamble which means if | was to be with a man 
| would expect that what | see is what | get. | know plenty of 
guys who never really grew up. And I don’t get that at all. 


But what | most certainly want to get is Bryce. He’s nota 
piece of coal that’s a diamond in the rough. He’s the very 
polished finished product. 


And to the best of my knowledge he doesn’t have a 
girlfriend. 


“Are you seeing anyone?” we both ask at the same time. 
Two or three seconds pass by and suddenly we start bursting 
out laughing together. 


| instinctively lean in and place my hands on his and that 
connection cuts my laugher like pulling a light cord out of a 
socket. 


But | feel a different kind of electricity shoot through me 
when | finally do feel his skin on mine. 


Mine...the word he’s used for me twice now. Once yesterday 
at the stadium after that amazing catch and once to the 


waitress. 


But never to me directly, which is why he must have 
answered the question. 


“No,” we both say at the same time again, but this time we 
both just smile. 


“Ladies, first,” he says. 


“I've been too busy plus | was never interested in... almost 
every guy | know,” | say. 


“Too busy doing what? What have you been up to?” 
“| was up in Washington State.” 
“Really? Finn never told me.” 


Was he asking my brother about me? And was my brother 
sensing something and not giving him the whole story? 


“Well, that’s good,” I say. “It gives me a chance to tell you 
now.” 


The waitress comes and brings us each a menu. Bryce 
orders a coffee black and | take a caramel cappuccino. | 
almost want to laugh thinking back to that mile long named 
drink that Larry ordered, but looking back doesn’t interest 
me at all anymore. I’m thinking ahead and Bryce is most 
definitely my future. 


Not to mention my only crush. A “title” he’s held since | was 
old enough to have a crush. 


“ĮI was studying up there. Bellevue College has a Radiation 
Therapy program called RADON. It’s one of the few really 
good ones in the country that provides a two-year degree, 
which was perfect. Alaska, Spirit, Delta, and American 
Airlines all have direct round-trip flights up there for about 
one hundred and fifty dollars each and it’s in the same time 
zone.” 


“So you could fly back every other weekend or so to spend 
time with your grandma.” 


“Exactly.” 
“How is she?” 


It’s the second time he’s asked already and | really 
appreciate it. He knows how much she means to me and he 
put the puzzle pieces together right away. | stayed close so | 
could spend time with her And I wanted to study radiation 
therapy so | could get a job in a hospital where | could bea 
part of her cancer treatments, not just wonder what in the 
heck the doctors were doing all the time. 


And that’s exactly how things are right now. The pay is also 
good, but most all of it goes to her treatment. The costs are 
well beyond her level of insurance so the difference has to 
be made up somehow and that somehow is me. Money is 
just a tool in life and I’m so thankful that I’m able to use 
mine, and my education, to help the woman who’s closest to 
me. 


“She’s doing better, but | still like to keep a close eye on 
her,” | say. 


“That’s because you’re a good person... a caring person,” he 
says. 


And this time it’s Bryce’s hands that come forward as he 
places his fingers on mine. 


It was one thing to touch the back of his hand or his 
muscles, but it’s something entirely different when his big 
hands come down gently over the top of mine, completely 
engulfing them and making me realize just how big and 
strong he really is. 

| take his wrist in my one hand and make him hold out a 
palm, trying to lighten the mood a bit before | cry at his 
beautiful comment. 

| place my tiny palm against his. 

“Are we even from the same planet?” | ask. 

“Maybe not, but | do know that you are out of this world and 
I’m over the moon about... about you attending a World 
Series game or two as my guest,” he says. 

What was that change mid-sentence all about? 


“I'd love to,” | say patting my palm on his. “Do you think | 
could swing your bat?” 


His eyebrows raise. 


“Not like that!” | say as | playfully slap the outside of his 
arm. 


“I think my bat is about as big as you,” he says. “But you're 
welcome to try.” 


“Really?” 


“Why not? What’s the worst that could happen?” he asks. 
“My brother might get angry about us...!1 mean this,” | say. 


“You're an adult now,” he says his eyes dropping to my 
mouth and | know they want to go farther, but he catches 
himself and brings them back up to meet mine. If they had 
dropped he would have seen the sweat that’s forming in the 
valley between my chest...one that’s developed a lot more 
since he last saw me before | went off to college. | guess 
being a late bloomer has its advantages. “You can do 
whatever you want.” He pauses. “Plus why would he get 
angry about...us,” he says. 


Is he asking me how | feel about being with him? Did he 
take this bat metaphor and run with it. I’m not sure | want 
to put myself out there yet and make a fool out of myself 


Something goes off in my mind and I think maybe he was 
just being protective both of those times. | did have rude 
guys in my presence in both occasions and he “rescued” me 
from both of them. 


Maybe that kiss at the stadium was just a heat of the 
moment thing that came over him because he finally 
achieved his childhood dream. 


Why aren’t we talking about that anyways? Why hasn’t he 
brought it up? Why do I want to jump over the top of this 
table so bad right now and give him a kiss in return for the 
one he gave me last night? 


“He...might get jealous. You know how much he loves 
baseball,” | say not really going for it. He said I’m an adult 


now. How come I’m not acting like one? Why aren’t I going 
after what | want? 


“Finn is a mature guy. I’m sure he’d see how much it made 
sense,” he says. “I know he’d be... happy for us.” 


CHAPTER 8 


Brynn 


“What do you mean he gave you tickets for game one of the 
World Series?” Finn shouts into the phone. 


“They’re for us, Finn. He just gave them to me, but they’re 
for both of us,” | say. “Your first World Series game. | know 
you're excited, right?” 


“Why didn’t he just call me then? How did he even get your 
number? Why are you two talking in the first place?” 


“| just bumped into him. He didn’t get your calls the other 
day. Remember? His phone was full.” 


“I’m sure he’s cleared out his phone since then. He didn’t 
think to call his best friend? And what do you mean you just 
bumped into him? How do you just bump into someone like 
him?” 


“| was at TGI Fridays and he just walked in... with his 
teammates.” 


“He’s the hottest thing in town right now He just walked 
into a TGI Fridays? Come on, sis?” 


“| swear. | guess he was going with the old hide in plain 
sight idea.” 


“And then you bumped into him? Like how your lips 
bumped into him at the game?” 


“Okay, that’s enough. I’m trying to be cool about this and 
answer your questions, but enough is enough.” | exhale 
hard. My words are picking up pace as my free hand points 
at my phone while my other hand holds it to my ear “Just 
because you're twenty-nine and I’m only twenty doesn’t 
mean you can talk to me like this, or that you have any right 
to know who! am with or where I go. You’ll Know what I care 
to share with you and the more you talk to me like this... 
question me like this...the less l'Il be inclined to tell you.” 


A few seconds pass. 


“I'm sorry. It’s just... you know I’m the only one here to 
watch after you after mom and dad passed,” he says. 


“| don’t want to talk about the accident anymore. We were 
kids then and thinking about it only gives me headaches 
and makes me cry,” | say. “And this is supposed to be a 
happy time anyways, right? Your best friend is in the World 
Freakin’ Series! This is what the two of you dreamed about 
since you were kids. | remember hearing you guys in the 
back yard from all the way inside the house with the doors 
and windows shut.” | change my voice trying to imitate 
their words saying, “Bottom of the ninth. Two outs. 
Bellinger at the plate. And crack. There it goes. It is high. 
It is far It..is...gone! Dolphins win! Dolphins win! 
Dolphins win!” | cough. Trying to talk like a guy isn’t easy. 
“I’m sure you remember. You guys did that fantasy 
hundreds of times a week. Well it’s not a fantasy anymore. 
It’s real. Come and enjoy it with me, because | sure know 
I’m going to.” 


“Why did you have to say Bellinger? You could have picked 
our last name so | could be the hero,” he says, but | can tell 
he’s half joking so we’re making progress here. 


| laugh a little, but not so much where it might seem like I’m 
making fun of my brother “Because this isn’t a fantasy 
anymore. This is real. Bryce has a chance to go down in 
history. | mean he already is. And this may never happen 
again and he’s invited us to be there with him so we can all 
share this together Snap out of your funk, or whatever 
you’re in, and lets go cheer on your best friend... together.” 


Another pause. What is up with Finn? Why is he even 
thinking about this? 


“What about the flight? It’s gonna cost an arm and a leg 
buying a ticket this late. Plus we need a hotel.” 


| squeeze my face together What I’m about to say to Finn 
should calm him down but it might just get him fired up all 
over again. “Um yeah...he gave me the plane tickets and 

the hotel reservation information too.” 


“What!” 


CHAPTER 9 


Bryce 


It’s the night before the first game and the team curfew is 
set for eleven o'clock. 


Isn’t New York the city that never sleeps? 
| know I’m not sleeping anytime soon because I’m so amped 
up for the possibilities of the game tomorrow...and all the 


possibilities a future with her holds. 


But right now | want to hold her in my arms or better yet 
hold her hand as we explore the city. 


New York may be massive but New Yorkers sure know their 
baseball so wandering around at night and not getting 
recognized isn’t going to be easy. 

Not to mention their papers go to press super late here so | 
could easily get caught and have my picture on the front of 
the NY Post at zero dark thirty when the delivery drivers 
start dropping them off. 

But there’s no way I’m dozing off until | see her. 

You awake? | text. 


Yes. See you are too. 


Want to check out the city for a while? 


Definitely! 
Be at your place in thirty minutes. 
A yellow face with a kiss and a heart comes back. 


| don’t know much about emojis but it doesn’t take a genius 
to figure out what a heart means. 


But it is gonna take some ingenuity to sneak past my 
teammate who’s a few feet from me in the other bed. 


| told him earlier that | might get up a lot in the middle of 
the night to use the bathroom, which is true. I’m trying to 
rehydrate after that cross-country flight. 


And part of that is not just drinking water, but stretching my 
legs right? | need to get the blood flowing. 


| slide out of bed and hear a rumble from the other bed. 
Crap. 


| freeze and he just mumbles something in his sleep and 
rolls over. 


| tiptoe to the bathroom and pull the backpack out of the 
shower. | hid it there and shut the curtain when I was 
brushing my teeth for bed. 


At the door I quietly turn the handle but apparently not 
quietly enough. 


“For it’s one..two...three strikes you’re out at the old... ball... 
game,” my teammate mumbles. 


Does he sing take me out to the ballgame in his dreams? 
Unreal. Talk about a diehard ballplayer. 


| quickly slide out the door and see coach walking down the 
hall. 


Shit! 
| scoot to the elevator and duck behind the ice machine. 


| hear footsteps coming my way and | duck down behind the 
ice machine as best as | can. 


| see coach’s lucky slippers that he’s been wearing on the 
road all season in the reflection of the gray elevator doors as 
he stops and stares at it. 


He must be looking at the numbers to see if any elevators 
are close meaning someone may have just got on. 


But he has to know who. He doesn’t want to go knocking on 
all the doors and waking everyone up to find one guy. And 
I’m using that to my favor. 


Plus I’m not the guy who goes out and gets crazy on our 
road trips. I’m not the partying type at all so he'll never 
suspect me. Heck it’s one of the reasons I’m rooming with 
one of the older veterans on the team. 


“Puig,” | hear him say under his breath. 


| try not to laugh and feel a little bit bad that he’s going to 
blame Puig for going out tonight. Knowing Puig he probably 
tied his bed sheets together and scaled the side of the 
building in order to sneak out. The guy will do anything for 


a night on the town. Nobody ever had to threaten him with 
a good time. 


| listen as the coach walks away but make sure he’s long 
gone before | stand up. 


My neck is stiff as is the rest of me from trying to cram 
myself in the corner | can’t believe I’m a twenty-nine year 
old man and I’m hiding in the corner of a hotel from my 
coach. 


But I also can’t believe that | have a chance to sneak out 
and explore New York City at night with the most beautiful 
woman in the world, and time’s a wastin’. 


| decide to avoid the elevators and take the stairs instead, 
changing my clothes on the landing between floors. 


Two minutes later | hit the streets and quickly buy a hat like 
the one from the TV show Peaky Blinders. 


| need a hat to conceal my identity, if that’s possible, and a 
baseball hat will only make me more noticeable. 


And all I notice right now are the butterflies in my stomach. 
It’s the same feeling | had before | played in my first big 
league baseball game. 


But these butterflies are a different kind of nervous, 
anticipation, and excitement. 


These butterflies are because of her. My very own winged 
woman. She may be as beautiful and delicate as a butterfly, 
but she’s got wings for a different reason. 


Because she’s my angel. 


CHAPTER 10 


Brynn 
Thankfully my brother’s company has their corporate offices 
in New York so he was off meeting up with some people he’s 
worked with for years, but never met face to face. 
Which gives me a chance for some face time with Bryce. 
A taxi pulls up and the door opens. 


“In here,” a voice says. 


| crane my neck as | squat down to look inside the cab. 
When I see who it is a smile takes over my face. 


“What the heck?” 

“Hurry,” he says. 

| quickly get inside the cab and we speed away. 

“What are you doing?” | laugh. 

“Sorry about not getting out and getting the door for you. | 
already had some people looking at me and | saw the wheels 
spinning in their minds just before their hands covered their 
mouths and they started pointing and quickly reaching for 
the cell phone cameras. There’s no way | can get caught out 


after curfew,” he says. 


“Curfew? Aren’t you older than me?” 


Bryce smiles and then playfully pokes a finger into my ribs. 
“Hey!” | say as | reach both hands for it and he doesn’t even 
try and remove it. | take his hand in-between mine feeling 
his fingers and interlacing his fingers with mine. It’s fun to 
play with his massive digits. 

“Just a little,” he says. 

“Almost fifty percent more,” | say. 

“No wonder you were at the baseball game,” he says. 
“Huh?” 

“Baseball fans love statistics.” 

| smile. 


“But I’ve got a number for you. A few actually,” he says. 


“I'm ready, just let me get out my cell phone calculator,” | 
joke. 


“Not necessary. Three plus two equals one.” 

“| don’t know where you went to college but they owe you a 
refund,” I say. “Either that or the day they taught 
subtraction they actually taught addition or something.” 
Bryce laughs. “No refund needed and the numbers add up.” 


“I'm ready to hear it,” | say. 


“In three miles the two of us will be the only ones.” 


“Huh?” 
“You'll see,” he says. “And you're going to love it.” 


Did he just use the word love in a sentence where he was 
referring to me? That would be a big yes. 


And just like he said a few miles later we pull up to a place 
that looks really cool. 


“Where are we?” | ask. 

“We're almost there,” he says. 

He goes to pay the driver “Aren’t you—” 

“Nope, but been told | look like him hundreds of times,” 
Bryce says and this time he’s out of the cab fast and 
opening my door for me. 

Bryce takes my hand like it’s the most natural thing in the 
world, like not taking it was never an option and just a few 
minutes later we’re walking along the river 

“Is that what | think it is?” | ask. 

“If you're referring to the East River, then yes,” he says. 
“And how about that up there?” 

“Yep, that’s it,” he says. 

I’ve never been to New York before so I’ve never seen it up 


close. | never understood what all the fuss was about in the 
pictures either, but now that I’m here experiencing it first 


hand, with my hand in his | totally understand what all the 
fuss is about. 


The Brooklyn Bridge lit up at night. 

“It’s so... breathtakingly beautiful,” | say just staring at it. 

“| couldn’t agree more,” he says. 

After a good five or ten seconds | literally feel my jaw going 
slack and | quickly close it. | turn to him to see if he caught 
me admiring the view and realize he most certainly did. 
“Wait. Were you talking about...” 


He gives me a wink and I know he was referring to me. 


| get closer to him, feeling the heat from his body on this 
crisp fall night. 


| feel his hand that he’s got interlaced with mine tighten its 
grip as his other hand rises toward my face. 


My heart starts beating faster and I can feel the goose 
bumps on my arms and then they spread across my body. 


My knees feel weak as he looks into my eyes, the reflection 
of the lights from the most beautiful city in the world 
reflecting off the iconic East River and hitting the side of his 
eyes just right making it look like they’re practically 
glowing. 


And | must be glowing right now with how hot my skin feels. 


His hand reaches my face and he brushes the tip of his 
thumb across my cheek. His fingers are steady and mine are 


completely trembling. 


| feel my teeth come down lightly on my lower lip as I start 
bouncing lightly on my toes. I try and stop but | literally 
can't. 


| feel my lips wetting, and they’re not the only thing. 


My body leans in slightly and his does too matching the few 
inches | came in, but the few inches between us is still to 
much...any distance is too much, especially right now. 


I’ve read romance novels before, watched romcoms, heard 
stories from friends and if there’s one thing | Know, it’s that | 
want my first kiss with the man I’m going to spend the rest 
of my life with to be absolute perfection. 


And if my anticipation is any indicator it doesn’t get any 
better than this. 


| feel like | can’t catch my breath, or maybe I’m not 
breathing at all in the first place as | anticipate a very big 
first that | feel is only seconds away. 


“Life doesn’t get any better than this,” he says softly. 


“No it doesn’t,” | say as he tucks a lock of hair behind my ear 
leaving his hand on the side of my head. 


“And by this | mean being anywhere on this earth with you,” 
he says as he leans in the last little bit, stopping just short of 
my lips. 


| can feel the heat from his mouth and the heat escaping 
mine as my lips part slightly and my eyes close, wanting this 


moment to last forever yet never having been in sucha 
hurry for what is so close to happening. 


And then, just when I can’t take anymore | feel his lips touch 
mine and everything in life suddenly makes complete sense. 


“Oh!” | say as fireworks go off over the river, interrupting an 
amazing thing. “Fireworks.” 


“In here,” he says placing his hand close to my heart, but 
not touching me, “or over there,” he says moving his fingers 
so he’s pointing at the fireworks that are lighting up the 
night sky in all colors just next to us over the river. 

“Both,” | say. 


“Me too. Me too.” 


And his lips find mine again continuing the absolute best 
moment of my life. 


CHAPTER 11 


Bryce 
The next evening 


| look up on the clock at Northerner Stadium and watch the 
hands move over to one o'clock. 


One in the morning. 


This time yesterday | was kissing Brynn under the lights of 
the Brooklyn Bridge while fireworks were going on... both 
internally and over the river. 


And damn was that kiss the best thing ever. 


But apparently my coach didn’t think so because when my 
picture made its way onto the front of all the New York 
papers this morning | got suspended for tonight’s game. 


| broke curfew and if that wasn’t enough apparently there 
was a N.Y Northerners logo stitched into the back of that flat 
cap | bought from the street vendor. Who puts a sports team 
logo on an English style driving hat? 


And why wasn’t | smart enough to look first to avoid wearing 
the logo of the opposing team on my head while | was in 
their city. 


And apparently my club thinks that’s worthy of a one game 
suspension. 


And that’s disappointing in so many ways. My teammates 
are practically ignoring me plus Brynn and Finn came here 
to see what now? Definitely not me. 


And | especially don’t expect any face time with Finn at this 
point. 


We were going to try and sneak in some sight seeing 
tomorrow, or should I say later today, but after sneaking 
around with his sister there’s no question he wants no part 
of that. 


I’m not even sure they’re at the game. 


The Northerners didn’t exactly give us the best seats in the 
house for our friends and family allotment, and if they are 
here they picked up the tickets at will call, so | don’t even 
know where the seats are. 


And I’ve been looking for them for fifteen innings. Yeah, 
fifteen innings. We played the regulation nine innings to a 
tie, and baseball has no tiebreakers, so we’ve played right 
on six more which puts us at fifteen innings now. 


That’s a long time to ride the pine getting the silent 
treatment in the first game of the World Series that | was 
supposed to be starring in. 


But the longer this game goes the more things | have in my 
favor. 


First, l'm suspended but in uniform. I’m suspended for 
breaking team rules, not baseball rules. So technically I’m 
only suspended as long as the coach says I’m suspended. 


Second, coach doesn’t want to blow out all his pitchers in 
the opening game and being that we’re in an Eastern 
League park, we can use the designated hitter in place of 
our pitchers. 


Third, we’re all tired and want to go home and one swing 
could end this drama and give us a huge win on the road 
and a one to nothing series lead. 


| exhale hard and get up off the end of the bench and go to 
the coach. 


“Put me in, coach,” | say. 


“You're suspended, Bellinger If you had been lying down 
last night at lights out you wouldn’t be sitting down now. So 
go sit your ass back down.” 


“Coach, we both know their pitcher is tired and lefties hit 
him hard. l'Il own this guy. Put mein there and give mea 
shot to win this for us.” 


“Sit down, Bellinger” 


The guys on the bench are watching this but | don’t want to 
make eye contact. 


| look next to the dugout and see some of our diehard fans 
who've travelled to be with us at the game and support us. 


The Northerners are famous for having dedicated fans and 
most of them are still here, but at one in the morning the 
people using public transport are running out of options, 
and in some case are. Plus parents with kids are trickling 
out as well. 


Long story short there’s a chance for the enterprising and 
astute fan to move into a better seat. 


And that explains why I see Brynn just next to the dugout 
waving at me as discreetly as she can. 


“Put me in, coach,” | say louder as if I’m asking for trouble. | 
respect our coach and our rules but cutting off your nose to 
spite your face isn’t the solution. Our coach is a crusty old 
baseball veteran but times have changed and | hate to Say it 
but it’s time he finish this feud and put me in the game. He 
made his point known. | served my suspension and then 
some. 


And apparently Brynn is on my same wavelength here 
because | see her elbow her brother, who’s sitting on the far 
side of her trying for me not to see him. 


Suddenly the fans near our dugout start chanting, led by 
Brynn. 


“Bell-in-ger Bell-in-ger Bell-in-ger” 


Coach says nothing, which is better than being told to go sit 
down again, and when the batter who’s at the dish strikes 
out he spits a strain of tobacco juice that would make an 
Alpaca jealous. 


He’d never admit it, but | Know he’s considering it. But it’s 
going to take time. Coach is not easily convinced. He’s so 
old school that he’s allowed to chew tobacco because he 
was active in the league before the tobacco ban came into 
place. And baseball guys with experience often stick with 
tradition and are sticklers when it comes to the rules... 
especially ones they put in place. 


But when the second batter of the inning gets completely 
fooled on a backdoor curveball he spits again and simply 
says, “Grab a seat, Turner,” as the on-deck hitter was just 
preparing to leave the on-deck circle. “Grab a bat, 
Bellinger” 


My hand darts into the bat rack and | grab my thirty-three 
and a half inch thirty-one and a half ounce Louisville Slugger 
C243M maple perfection. 

| take the entire dugout stairs in one step and am on the 
field taking some quick practice cuts as Turner, like a true 
professional, slowly walks back to the dugout. 


Sure he’s upset, but he’s also giving me time to warm up like 
a true teammate. 


| walk to the box and see the opposing infielders look into 
the opposing dugout to see if there’s going to be a pitching 
change. Apparently they know the scouting report on me. 
The coach doesn’t move. 

Bad move, coach. Or should I say bad no move. 


But I’ve got someone to look at myself. 


| take a quick glance to the fans next to our dugout and see 
my woman there. 


She’s got her hands clasped together like she’s praying for 
good luck. Like she’s willing me to get a hit. 


| look back at the pitcher feeling completely energized 
although I’ve been sitting doing nothing for over five hours. 


| wiggle my hips as the pitcher winds up. My eyes are 
focused. My body is locked in. 


All thanks to a cheer she started and a look she just gave 
me. 


And now it’s time to pay... it... back! 


| swing harder than Paul Bunyan with an axe and the minute 
the barrel of my bat touches the ball | know it’s gone. 


| take off down the first base line and all our fans and our 
dugout go completely berserk. 


| round the bases quickly and when I’m just about to enter 
the dugout | give her a wink and then tap my chest three 
times with my fist and point to her just before | descend the 
stairs to an absolute mobbing from my teammates. 


We hold the Northerners in the bottom of the inning and win 
the game by one run. 


The papers sure have a story for tomorrow. A Blast for 
Bellinger’s Babe | imagine the headlines will read. Or Gone 
Girl in Gotham because that blast | hit was gone the minute 
it left my bat into the New York night...or morning as it was 
so late. 


We get back to the team hotel on a complete high. 
“Okay guys, listen up,” coach says. “Tomorrow’s an off day 
so no curfew tonight. But just remember it takes four games 


to win this thing, not one.” 


Coach walks off and I run up behind him and thank him. 


And then to the surprise of my teammates | go straight to 
my room. 


It’s too late to go out tonight anyways, not to mention I’ve 
got plans tomorrow. 


Big plans. 
For the true heroine of game one... my woman. 


And when it comes to her she’s going to see I’m not playing 
games at all tomorrow. 


Tomorrow | go big in the Big Apple. 


CHAPTER 12 


Brynn 


| wake up late, but in the middle of a dream about Bryce. | 
feel so refreshed and happy. 


Why can’t all days start out like this. 


| roll over and grab my phone off the nightstand. I’ve 
already got a message. 


Good morning, Sunshine’ We’ve got plans when you're up 
and at‘em. No rush. 


It’s like he’s reading my mind. | love to ease into the day 
and then start taking care of my plans, but when it comes to 
him there is no easing. | want to be with him right now. 


Will be ready in 30. xoxo 


| jump in the shower and prepare to spend a day with my 
man. 


When I’m all sorted | go downstairs and he’s waiting in the 
lobby. There are a few people he’s signing autographs for, 
but the moment he sees me his pen just stops and he gives 
me a look that tells me today is going to be an incredible 
day. 


And that’s exactly what it is. 


We just go completely in tourist mode the rest of the day as 
we check out the view from the Empire State Building, 
where he puts me on his shoulders so | can get an even 
better vantage point. Then we take a boat to Ellis Island 
which is really cool. | get to learn about the history of the 
country and also get a boat ride. What could be better? 
Well, I’m thinking of another kind of ride that most certainly 
would but that’s coming later...soon, but later | sure hope. 


After Ellis Island we manage to squeeze in Central Park in all 
it’s autumn glory and then take the subway over to Katz’s 
Delicatessen where we split an absolutely ginormous 
pastrami sandwich. 


Then it’s back to taxis, but wow was it fun to ride the 
Subway once to say we did it. There were just too many 
baseball fans that recognized us though so we decided to 
avoid doing it a second time. 


“Feel like walking off that sandwich?” he asks. “I know just 
the place.” 


“Wherever you go I want to go,” | say as we kiss in the back 
of one of New York’s famous taxis. 


“Good, because | want you right by my side...except when 
I’m in the batter’s box and some pitcher is throwing one 
hundred mile per hour fastballs a few feet from my body.” 


We both laugh, but my laughter stops immediately when the 
cab pulls up to our destination. 


“Where are we?” 


“Prospect Park. It’s not Central Park, but it’s definitely a 
hidden gem and do they ever have some bridges in here.” 


“| love bridges!” | say clapping my hands together. I’m 
acting like a giddy schoolgirl right now but I don’t care. I’m 
just so happy that nothing matters... nothing but being here 
with him. 


And is he ever right about the bridges. 


We begin meandering down Prospect Park’s paths and it 
seems every few minutes we see a massive arch we walk 
under, and of course kiss under each for good luck, and 
small wooden and stone bridges. If they ever do a sequel to 
The Notebook they have to film it here. 


There’s the Meadowport Arch with its double arched design 
that will take your breath away. It has two arches facing 
different ways, which was very unique compared to other 
arches in Central and Prospect Park. It also contains 
seventeenth century Indian architecture and some of the 
details on the arch have been compared to those of the Pearl 
Mosque in Delhi. 


Then there’s the Endale Arch, which if you look through it 
towards Long Meadow on a bright day the effect will remind 
you of looking at a TV as the meadow becomes framed by 
the dark masonry. It’s supported by wooden timbers and 
poured concrete in boggy soil, which is a method that would 
become important later when building the towers of the 
Brooklyn Bridge..right by where we were when we shared 
our first kiss. We kiss under Endale Arch too. 


There’s also Esdale, a wooden rustic bridge. 


Along further there’s Rustic Shelter, which is made 
completely of cedar and tamarack logs and held together 


with pegs and dowels but no nails. We sit down on the cute 
little bench and kiss maybe a little longer in there. 


There’s Boulder Bridge, Nethermead Arch, Falkill Bridge, 
Terrace Bridge, Cleftridge Bridge and so many others that | 
can barely keep track of them all. The bridges of Madison 
County definitely have nothing on this place. 


“Whoa! What’s that one,” | say. 


“Let’s take a look,” he says and we walk towards the next 
bridge. 


In a walk filled with the most beautifully built bridges 
framed by trees, and grass, and wood, and logs, and 
boulders this one takes the cake. 


The small sign says it’s called Lullwater Bridge. It’s made of 
stone and cast iron, which has been painted to go with the 
surroundings. It’s absolutely breathtaking. 


| stop and spin around on the bridge just taking in this 
amazing day. Could it get any better? 


“You know what this bridge would be perfect for?” | ask, 
about to give Bryce a little hint in case we're ever back here 
to...uh hum... maybe... make this relationship a bit more 
Official. 


“This,” he says as he drops to one knee. 


He opens his hands as if they were clamshells and inside is a 
robin egg colored box. 


He carefully removes the top off the box and my hands move 
up to my face as I rush over to him, the last five or six feet 


one big jump where | stick the landing like a gymnast. 


But I’m not in competition to win gold, silver, or bronze 
today. 


When he removes the small black velvet box and carefully 
pulls back the top I’ve won something far more special. 


His heart. 


And an immaculate, sparkling, crystal clear diamond ring 
that will show the world that I’m his and he’s mine. 


“Sunshine, they call New York the city that never sleeps... 
and they’re right. Because | can’t catch a lick of shuteye 
knowing that you’re somewhere else other than in my arms. 
And for all of eternity that’s exactly where | want you to be, 
and not just when we go to sleep, but always. Because | 
want to explore all of this incredible earth with you. To hold 
you in Honolulu as the sun sets over the ocean. To wrap you 
up in Rio, as we take the cable car on Sugarloaf Mountain as 
the sun rises after dancing samba all night. And when we 
reach the top of Sugarloaf l'Il feel your lips on mine knowing 
you're the sweetest thing in the world. Last night you 
helped make me a hero to many with that home run on the 
baseball diamond. But the real home run is the life | want to 
Share with you. Today make me a real hero... your hero. Will 
you marry me?” 


| have no idea who came up with the term dumb jock, but 
they definitely didn’t have Bryce in mind. 


“This is the most romantic place I’ve ever been to and those 
are the most romantic words I’ve ever heard...and | can’t 
believe they were spoken to me. And I only have one word 
in return... yes!” 


He carefully slides the ring onto my finger A perfect fit. 

My hands grab the sides of his face and | pull him up to me, 
his lips meeting mine sealing our engagement to be 
married. 


“Wheeeeew!” | say as he scoops me up off my feet and 
carries me across the bridge. 


“Where are we going, future hubby?” | ask. 
“There,” he says motioning with his head. 


“Where's there?” | ask as | maneuver in his arms to try and 
get a look. “Whoa!” 


Just next to the bridge is an old boathouse. The lights have 
just come on and you can hear crickets and bullfrogs as you 
approach. 


“Pinch me,” | say. 


| feel two of his fingers that he’s holding me with playfully 
give me a little squeeze. 


“Okay. Good. This is real. | swore | was in a dream.” 


“You're notin a dream. You're the dream...my dream girl 
and there will be no dreaming tonight... only memories 
made,” he says as he carries me across the bridge and down 
the trail to the boathouse. 


CHAPTER 13 


Bryce 


| feel like I’m walking on a cloud. She’s so light and 
beautiful in my arms and this boathouse looks like 
something out of a movie. 


“No peeking,” | say as we approach the front steps and she 
attempts to roll over in my arms to get a better look, but | 
turn my body so she can’t. 


“Come on,” she says. 
“As a matter of fact, why don’t you close your eyes.” 
“You're not going to toss me into the lake are you?” 


“Only if I’m going in there with you...and that’s never 
happening,” | say as her eyes close. 


This boathouse was built over a hundred years ago, way 
back in 1905. And I know we’re going to stand the test of 
time just like it has. 


| carry her up the stairs and the single door is open just as 
I'd requested when | made the reservation first thing this 
morning. They were expecting a wedding reception or 
something like that when | called and they told me it would 
be difficult to accommodate. 


But when I told them all | wanted was the most beautiful and 
comfortable bed in the city and some big candles placed in 


the middle of the room they realized this special request was 
not going to be especially difficult and they agreed. 


And the moment | lay my eyes on that bed | know right away 
they’ve come through. It’s perfect and | can’t wait for Brynn 
to see it... later. 


| set her down in the middle of the bed and kiss her 
forehead, helping her lie back and kind of feel out her 
surroundings. 


“Am I on a bed?” 


“You are,” | say as I climb up on the bed as well, positioning 
myself over her body. 


“And I just felt you get in the bed. Does this mean what | 
think it means?” 


“Ohhhh. That totally depends on what you're thinking,” | 
say as | run my thumb along her cheek and then softly kiss 
the spot where it had just been. 

My kisses work their way down along her jawline and then 
behind her ear, where I give her earlobe a nibble before 
moving down her neck. 

“There are a lot of things I’m thinking.” 


“Good, because I’m thinking of a lot of things too, but they 
all have the same underlying desire.” 


“Which is?” 


“To make you mine. Forever.” 


“Didn't you just do that on the bridge,” she says just before 
she inhales sharply as | move her shirt out of the way and 
kiss along her collarbone. 

“That was the first way to claim you, but there are more.” 

“I like more,” she says. 

“Good, because we’ve got all night,” | say as | reach for the 
bottom of her sweater and move it. “No peeking!” | say, as 
her hands raise and | lift the sweater up and off of her and 
then my lips come down in-between her breasts on the white 
cotton fabric of her shirt. 

“That feels good,” she says. 

“And it’s only going to feel better when my lips are against 
your skin,” I say. This time I reach for her shirt and repeat 
the process I’d just done with her sweater. 

| kiss on her skin right where I was kissing through her shirt. 
“You were right,” she says. 


“Because I’m right for you. Perfect in fact, just like you are 
for me.” 


As | kiss across her breast my cock hardens and | feel it 
pressing against her body. 


| grab her bra with one hand and run the tips of my fingers 
down her opposite arm. 


“You can tell me red light or green light,” | say. 


“Green light! Definitely pass go. Definitely collect your two 
hundred dollars,” she says and | laugh at her Monopoly 
game reference. 


“I'm sorry, but these lips, these muscles,” I say as | slide my 
forearm underneath her back and then flex so she can feel 
just how hard I’ve been working out, “and everything else 
isn’t for sale.” 


“It’s not. What?” she playfully gasps. 


“Nope! Sorry It’s already been promised to the most 
beautiful girl in the world forever,” | say. “And it’s priceless 
anyways...and now it’s all hers.” 


“Awww,” she says, but her sentimental sound quickly turns 
to a gasp as | kiss down on the top of her bra and then take 
it with an open mouth. 


“Green light!” she says, as | slide her bra down exposing an 
elongated nipple which | waste no time sucking on before | 
release it, a popping sound echoing through the open room. 


| trace my tongue around the outside of her areola as my 
hand finds her mid-back pushing her chest into me, not that 
| need too. Her back arches and her breast is practically 
wedged into my mouth. 


| pull down the other side of her bra and | flick the tip of her 
nipple and a moan escapes her mouth. 


With my hand that’s behind her | scissor my fingers along 
her clasp and her bra unhooks and | quickly pull it forward 
freeing her flesh for me to devour. 


“How does that feel?” | say in between sucking her tit on one 
side and tweaking her nipple with my fingers on the other 
side. 


“Like perfection. But! need to tell you something,” she says. 


| make the sound of a car screeching to a halt. “Red light,” | 
Say. 


“| hope not,” she says, her eyes opening but | don’t call her 
on it. “But I just want you to know...” 


She lets it hang and | see the nervousness in her eyes. 
Maybe it’s her time of the month? A million thoughts race 
through my mind in rapid succession but none of them 
matter, because no matter what’s troubling her | will have 
the answer. | don’t ever want to see her worried like this. 


“I'm not..experienced,” she says just before she squeezes 
her eyelids shut. “I’ve never done anything like this 
before...none of it. No one’s ever even seen what you've 
already seen.” 


“You mean the treasure that | will be the first and only to 
discover?” 


“I’m not sure I’m a treasure, although you're certainly 
making me feel that way.” 


“| just have one question. Do you want to continue?” 


“Oh my god, yes! | just want you to know what you’re 
getting into.” 


“What I’m getting into is the first night in what’s sure to be 
thousands more in the future. I’m getting to taste 


something that’s never been tasted. Feel something that’s 
never been felt. And make something mine that’s never 
been claimed by another. You were already mine, but 
knowing that I will be your one and only forever, well that... 
I’m not even sure what to Say.” 


“You don’t have to because he’s telling me already,” she 
says as she looks down at my cock which is harder than that 
cast iron bridge we got engaged on just a few minutes ago. 


We both laugh and I go right back to kissing her chest. 
“Green light! Green light! Green light!” she says and my 
lips form a smile along her skin before | continue. 


And | don’t just continue along her breasts, but through the 
valley between them and down to her beautiful belly button 
and right past it as | make my way toward claiming what’s 
mine. 


“Why is this still between us?” | ask as | run my hand along 
the pants on her thighs before finding her belt buckle and 
unhooking it before | quickly slide it through the loops. 
“Nothing should come between us tonight, or ever,” | say. 


| unbutton her top button and then the rest before | grab the 
sides of her pants at the waist and give them a firm tug, 
pulling them down to her mid thigh as I stare at her white 
panties and the wetness that consumes them. My mind 
freezes, processing and then tucking this visual away 
forever...for future use. | want to remember the sight of this 
forever. To be able to pull it up literally on demand. The first 
time | ever saw her and the first time she’s been seen by 
anyone. 


Just as it was meant to be. 


| look at her face and see she’s blushing. 
“Are you shy...nervous?” 


She smiles. “My face probably makes it look that way, but 
no. I’m just turned on so much it’s making my entire body 
hot.” 


“Then we should get you out of the rest of these clothes, 
shouldn’t we?” | say as | take off her shoes and toss them on 
the floor. 


| get her pants off right after and now the only thing that’s 
left is her panties. 


“What about you?” she asks. 


“You mean this?” | say sliding off of her and standing next to 
the bed. 


| kick off my shoes and quickly discard my jacket before 
pulling my shirt up and over my head. 


“Good lord you are ripped,” she says and the sight of her 
liking what she sees turns me on even more. “You're so... 
big,” she says. 


“Not just there,” | say taking my underwear by the sides and 
Sliding it down before stepping out of it. 


| look back up at her and her eyebrows are raised high and 
her mouth is literally hanging open. 


“Don’t worry. We've got plenty of time to warm up, to loosen 
up so you can accept me.” 


“| think we’re gonna need more than just plenty of time.” 


“We've got all night. And I plan on making the most of 
every single moment of it,” | say as | slide back on top of her 
on the bed. 


CHAPTER 14 


Brynn 


The moonlight that’s peeking inside illuminates the beads of 
come at the tip of his cock letting me know he’s already 
ready to be inside me. 


And I was ready for that too until | saw the size of him. 


And now am | ever glad | told him this is my first time, but 
with him everything’s been a first. 


First time traveling this far from home. First time in New 
York. First kiss. First dates. And now this. 


My first time with the only man I've ever fantasized about 
and it’s about to come true. 


He moves on top of me taking my panties and sliding them 
down my thighs and then off. 


“You're so wet for me,” he says. 
| nod. 


| slide along the sheets thinking l'Il practice by taking him in 
my mouth first, seeing just how big he is. | want to taste 
him and feel him inside me and | know | can control the 
depth in my mouth much better than my pussy, which is 
even more needy for him. 


He grabs me by the waist and slides me right back up along 
the bed. 


“This is all about you right now,” he says as he puts his 
heavy palms on the inside of my knees and spreads my legs 
wide. “And that starts with me introducing myself to that 
perfect pussy of yours,” he says. 


| lay my head back as his head kisses down my waist. 


| was so focused on him when | opened my eyes it’s the first 
time I’ve even processed just where | am. 


The area we are in is completely open, like an auditorium 
almost or a stage. And he’s about to perform a sexy solo on 
me. 


The location was perfect to begin with but the interior of this 
place blows my mind. | move my head around and see the 
bed better. | couldn’t even picture something like this ina 
movie, let alone my wildest dreams. 


And when | feel his lips kiss the inside of my thigh | know 
things are about to get really wild. 


His kisses continue along the inside of my leg down to my 
lips, until he kisses around them as | arch my hips in the air. 


“You smell so sweet, and | know you’re going to taste just as 
sweet,” he says just before he gives my pussy a big kiss 
right on my hole. 


My muscles flex and my hips buck allowing his hands to 
come behind me and grab my ass hard. 


He licks right up my middle before taking my lips in his 
mouth one at a time before deep, guttural sounds escape 
him...the vibration off his lips only pleasing me more as | 
whimper. 


| feel his mouth form a smile on my pussy as he hears the 
pleasure he’s giving me. But he quickly goes right back to 
licking me, curling his tongue and bringing it straight up my 
folds before stopping at my clit, his tongue wrapped around 
the bottom of it like it’s a pea being served on a silver 
spoon. 


And only for him as he quickly pulls it into his mouth giving 
it a suck causing my hands grab at the sheets, my nails 
digging into the mattress matching the intensity of my white 
knuckle grip. 


“Your cunt tastes as delicious as your kisses,” he says and | 
exhale hard at the dirty talk and the power | feel from 
turning this man on so much as he turns me on even more. 


| feel like my opening is a hole in a dike as | feel my wetness 
increasing and feel it on his skin as his entire face moves 
around my middle. 


His five o’clock shadow rubbing the inside of my thighs has 
me on edge. 


“Don’t stop. I’m so close,” | say and just as the words escape 
my mouth my thighs clamp shut making sure his mouth 
won't escape me. 


My feet slide up and onto his back, my heels pressing in 
hard as my leg lock tries to move his entire face inside my 
pussy. Like my sex wants to swallow him whole. 


But as his tongue dives deep inside my hole finding my spot 
| feel my thighs quake and quiver and a warm feeling 
washes through me as my legs lock down on his skull even 
harder as | roll sideways, taking his face with me as tidal 
wave of pleasure spills from me. 


| see a flash of white light followed by stars and I have no 
idea where | am... 


...until | feel his tongue lapping at my labia cleaning me as 
he drinks in all my juices like it’s the cure to what ails him. 


His lips flutter rapidly along my pussy as he does another of 
those closed mouth growls, his hand grabbing my ass even 
harder as my muscle contractions stop and my hips fall wide 
open and my heels loosen their dug in grip. 


A few seconds later his face slides up from in-between my 
legs and toward me. | can see my juices on his face and | 
reach for it. 


“No,” he says pulling back. “I know it’s there. It’s a trophy. 
It’s my reward for not spilling a drop from your fountain of 
sweet nectar,” he says taking my hand and running it along 
the sheet which is bone dry. 


And then he moves his hand to something that’s longer and 
harder than any bone on planet earth... his cock. 


| bring it to my opening and run it through my folds, ready 
for him to take me. 


“Damn, your pussy feels so good on my cock,” he says. 
“You're already wet again.” 


| moan wanting him inside me. 


“When was your last period?” 
“A couple weeks ago.” 


His eyes widen. “Good. You’re ovulating. You’re ready for 
me. Ready to start a family with me.” 


“You can pull out if you don’t want—” 
His finger comes up to my lips, silencing me. 


“Don’t you ever say that,” he says with an angry look in his 
eye that quickly softens when he realizes it’s me he’s talking 
to. “lIl never pull out of you. Not tonight. Not ever” 


He takes in a big breath of air as he looks down at where 
we’re so close to being joined. 


“The moment | jumped deep into the stands to catch that 
ball all | could think about is how deep | wanted to bury 
myself into you...so deep until my dick was so far inside my 
balls were practically inside you too.” 


| bite my lower lip and feel my cheeks get even hotter. 


“And as much fun as I’ve had since then, and damn have we 
had fun, it’s been so fucking hard for me not to lose control. 
Do you know how bad | wanted to take you right there by 
the Brooklyn Bridge? How I wanted to pull you inside the 
dugout of that game, throw out my entire team and make 
you mine right then and there? But not only is that crazy, 
but | could never do that. Because no one sees your 
beautiful body but me. It’s mine now and always and seeing 
my cock so close to sliding inside you, knowing we’re near... 
it makes it horrendously hard not to lose control.” 


“| want you to lose control,” | say. 
His nostrils flare. 


“You're not ready for that. And I don’t think you can handle 
that physically or emotionally.” 


“| wantit. | want to see it.” 


| watch as his chest rises and falls. “You’re getting me damn 
close to that level, but | can’t...| shouldn’t. It will stain your 
mind seeing me turn into a complete animal as | devour 
you.” 


“Devour me. Lose control, but do it while you’re buried deep 
inside me...just like you wanted. And just like / want” 


| watch as something inside him snaps and his hand grabs 
ahold of my waist as he moves me forward, my hand falling 
by the wayside as he enters me for the first time. 


“Fuck!” he moans, his vulgar loss of control in complete 
contrast to this beautiful historic landmark we're in right 
now. 


But this is another kind of marking in its own right. By 
entering me he’s just marked me as his for the first time. 
And | know how badly he wants to use that huge dick of his 
to mark me in another way. To fill me so full of his seed that 
I’m visibly pregnant as soon as possible so the whole world 
knows that I’m his in more ways than one. 


Holding my hand. Putting a ring on my finger And now 
putting a baby inside my belly. 


And that starts by seeing the animal inside... that I’ve just 
awakened. 


CHAPTER 15 


Bryce 


| leave my dick inside her wet channel as I bring my thick 
thumb to her clit rubbing it as | rock my hips back and forth 
ever so slightly, working her open for what’s about to come. 


“Mine,” | say through clenched teeth as my circles on her 
bud move faster and with slightly more pressure. 


She leans back grabbing for the headboard her hands 
finding the cast-iron bars and I see the muscles in her arms 
tense like small, intertwined ropes. 


“Bryce!” she screams and my rocking increases in speed and 
length as | move in and out of her. 


“Fuck me!” she demands. “Fuck me more. Harder Faster 
Deepen” 


My thumb leaves her clit as | grab ahold of her hips as | 
thrust deep inside moving her body on and off my cock like 
a little rag doll. 


“Uh huh,” she whimpers as | watch her hair flail every which 
way like there’s a strong wind in here, but there’s nothing 
like it... only my strong hands which move her in a way that 
pleases me to no end. 


“Fuck, | wanna come inside your virgin pussy and make a 
baby with you,” | say completely losing any form of civility. 


“Come in me. I’m ready now,” she gasps. 


| keep thrusting until suddenly my balls pull up, moving 
from pressing against her wet pussy lips on my inward 
strokes to tucking into my own body. 


| leave my cock buried deep inside her, feeling her squishy 
spot against the head of my cock as her pussy milks the 
base of my shaft. 


“Uhhh!” | moan before | slowly slide back and in and back 
and then in once more just as | unleash warm jets inside her 
causing her to cry out as | feel her cunt cover my cock in her 
cream. 


My body shakes just before | unleash another load and then 
another, my hips pressing forward making sure to plant my 
seed as deep as possible. 


| feel her body shutter and squirm a few times more and 
suddenly | collapse right on top of her before rolling to the 
side. 


| howl like a feral wolf at the moon coming into the room. 
I’ve gone completely caveman as her pussy has possessed 
me and turned me primal as | claimed her in a way that 
leaves no doubt who she belongs to. 


And I belong to her just as much. She’s the one that did this 
to me. The only one who ever could, would or will. 


My entire life I’ve been addicted to perfecting my craft of 
baseball. When most guys were out late enjoying a night on 
the town | was studying film trying to be the best in the 
game. 


And now | study her face, the feminineness and the 
intricacies of it as | brush her hair away and kiss her, tasting 
her sweet skin and the saltiness from all the energy we just 
exerted together. 


| leave myself buried inside her, not wanting to break our 
connection as our bodies lie together as we both continue to 
catch our breath. 


| curl my mouth in an O shape as | try and suck in air and 
expel carbon dioxide feeling the pleasure of being 
completely spent and the urgency of being out of breath... 
together it’s like I’ve died and gone to heaven. 


And somewhere in-between my mouth being shaped to best 
get air a smile creeps across my lips al bask in the 
knowledge of what just happened. 


She. Is. Mine. 


CHAPTER 16 


Brynn 
Ten days later 


It’s the middle of the ninth inning of game five of the World 
Series. Bryce’s Dolphins have won three games and the 
Northerners have won one game. First team to win four 
games wins the entire series, and in this case it’s the final 
series of the year..the World Series. 


The game should be over now but in the top of the ninth, 
and the Dolphins only needing one more out to win, a ball 
was hit right at the edge of the field but unlike in the final 
game of the series that got them to the World Series the 
Dolphins player didn’t make a miraculous catch. 


My brother did. 


And the fans are irate about it. We're getting pelted with 
peanuts, coins, even batteries. 


The ball was technically in foul territory and my brother had 
every right to reach for the ball, but the third baseman for 
the Dolphins was set to catch it before my brother’s hands 
got in between the ball and the player’s glove. 


| slump down into my seat trying to hide as | plug my 
earbuds into my ears and connect them to my phone to 
listen to the play-by-play on the radio to see what’s going 
on. 


The announcers are absolutely vilifying Finn. They won’t 
stop talking about some guy named Steve Bartman, who 
apparently did something similar way back in 2003 in 
Chicago and they said the guy was getting death threats 
and such for years. They keep talking about how he 
basically went into hiding and hasn’t appeared since with 
the governor of his home state even suggesting he enter the 
witness protection program and the governor of Florida 
offering it to him. 


Oh. My. God. 

So much for “it’s just a game.” 

The booing reaches a fevered pitch and listening to the 
announcers on the radio is too much to take. | pull the 


earbuds from my ears feeling so sorry for Finn. 


| doubt anyone knows he’s Bryce’s biggest fan, but then 
again right now | don’t think it would matter. 


What does matter is the Dolphins are down by arun and if 
they don’t at least tie the game in their last at bats here the 
series will go back to New York for the last two games with 
the Northerners on a roll and playing at home. 


We need to win and win now! 
And my brother hasn’t won any fans in our section. 


| hear people yelling the vilest things and | actually feel 
worried about the fate of humanity it gets so intense. 


Suddenly the public address announcer comes on and tells 
fans to calm down or the umpires are threatening to call the 
game a forfeit. 


If that happens there’s no way the two of us are getting out 
alive. This stadium is packed with diehards, including some 
of the infamous LA Raiders fans, when they used to play in 
Los Angeles. It was so bad back then they literally had a 
judge in the stadium to try fans for the crimes committed 
during the games. 


But the p.a. announcers words only anger the fans more 
until suddenly | hear what sounds like someone tapping on 
the top of a live microphone. 


“Okay everybody, listen up!” a voice says, but this isn’t just 
any voice, it’s Bryce. The sound of his commanding tone 
sends chills down my spine and the stadium quickly goes 
quiet. 


“That man you are yelling at right now... it’s not his fault. 
And not only is it not his fault but we wouldn’t be here today 
without him. He’s not justa fan, he’s much more important 
to the team than that. He was the one who threw me wiffle 
balls in the backyard when we were just kids. He was the 
one who taught me how to play third base. And without the 
love his grandmother showed me, raising me as her own, | 
wouldn’t be here today. I’d be a good for nothing punk, just 
like the people that are booing him. Now listen up Los 
Angeles! We've got the best fans in the world, bar none. 
What | want you to do is take all that passion and direct it 
towards us. Turn that anger into a whole lot of positivity and 
get our club fired up...So we can win this thing for y'all!” 


I’ve heard of leadership before, but to see it in action is 
something totally different. 


| hear the sound of the mic falling to the infield dirt and see 
Bryce take a big first step and then race back into the 


dugout. 


The crowd feeds off his passion and energy and starts 
cheering for the team. 


| make a fist and very discreetly move it towards my brother 
out of the view of other fans. He gives me a fist bump 
knowing Bryce just saved us a whole lot of embarrassment, 
and probably a whole lot more. 


The first batter walks and | feel the tide a turnin’. 


But after the next two batters strike out, taking swings so 
big it looked like they thought their bats were axes and they 
were trying to cut down California Redwoods with one swing, 
the fans’ memory of Bryce’s speech seems to waver and | 
feel some dirty looks being shot our way. 


And | know what happens after the dirty looks. Dirty words 
and then they start throwing things. Hard things that hurt a 
whole lot. 


“Now batting, number thirty-five. Number thirty-five,” 
echoes across the stadium. 


“Come on Bellinger” | stand up and yell feeling the peanuts 
hit the back of my jersey. But peanuts I can handle. 


“More like belly up,” someone yells. “Where you'll be 
floating if we don’t win this series, lady.” 


| take Bryce’s words to heart. I’m not going to be angry, or 
scared for that matter I’m going to channel everything | 
have into supporting the team and that starts with 
supporting my man, especially when times are tough and 
things look the darkest. 


The first pitch is right down the middle and Bryce doesn’t 
even get his bat off his shoulder. 


“What are you waiting for, ya bum,” someone yells. “Bum 
Bellinger” 


| am not letting this jerk start a chant like that. “Bryce 
bomb!” | yell and then stomp my feet twice. The two 
syllables followed by two stomps and the word bomb 
referring to the slang term for a home run. 


The next three pitches are all balls, out of the strike zone 
trying to get Bryce to swing at something bad to strike him 
out. 


And then another strike and still Bryce hasn’t taken his bat 
off his shoulder. 


The next pitch will determine his at bat, and quite likely the 
game. 


He steps out of the box and looks for us in the stands. He 
takes his bat and turns it around, gripping it with his palms 
down like it’s a... boat oar 


When we left the boathouse the morning after our 
engagement, our first night together, and his game one 
homerun he told me one thing. 


“No matter what happens in this crazy thing called life, we'll 
always remember this boathouse and how that means we'll 
always have each other How that means you'll always be 
mine.” 


Those words keep playing back in my ears as my entire body 
fills with goose bumps. 


He’s mimicking a boat oar with his bat! 
“| love you Bellinger” | yell. 


Even from my seat | can see him mouth the words back to 
me, before it appears the umpires mouths something | don’t 
want to hear at Bryce telling him to get back in the batter’s 
box and to quit stalling. 


My arms are shaking violently side to side as | bring my 
hands up to my face. | feel like I’m practically slapping 

myself on both sides of my face my ability to control my 
muscles and nervous system completely out the door. 


The pitcher takes the sign, looks at the runner on first, and 
then winds up. 


The runner takes off for second! 


The pitcher throws a fastball towards home plate, the radar 
gun instantly showing a speed of one hundred and one miles 
an hour. 


It’s so fast | barely see it leave his hand, but all that matters 
is that Bryce saw it. 


Crack! 


The thin, dry, Southern California air never stood a chance of 
holding that ball up in the air as it darts far and high 
completely leaving the stadium and the entire place leaves 
their seats hugging and high-fiving and absolutely loving 
life. 


And I see Bryce jump in the air and throw a fake punch he’s 
so happy as he approaches first base. 


And that makes me so happy | can’t help but cry. 


And when he touches home plate his entire team tackles 
him to the ground and piles on top of him in celebration. 


And not but a few seconds later he’s up running right 
towards our seats! 


He jumps the barrier and beelines it right toward us, 
following along the railing in the front row where we’re 
seated thanks to him. 


He pats a kid on the head and takes a handful of popcorn 
from someone’s box and tosses it in the air, but they don’t 
care. 


Cell phone cameras snap as memories are made, but he 
saves the best memory for me when he grabs me by the 
waist and lifts me up in the air, putting me on a pedestal 
and making me feel like a princess. 


His right arm goes horizontal and his right forearm goes 
vertical with his hand open wide. 


“Friends?” he says looking at my brother as | watch the 
whole thing unfold as I slide up onto his shoulder as he 
holds my feet pressed against his body with his left hand. 


“Always,” my brother says. 


They slap hands and then he pulls him in tight to his chest 
in a big one armed hug. 


“Don’t forget about me!” | say. 

Bryce carefully lowers me down to the ground and then puts 
his hand in-between the little triangle of space that 
separates the three of us. 


| quickly stack my hand on top, then Finn, then we each 
stack our other hand. 


“Whoooooooo,” Bryce begins as he brings our hands down 
and then we shoot them up skyward, together, before we 
each put our hands around each other. 

“The three Musketeers,” Bryce says. 


“And my brother forever,” Finn says. 


“And my bombing Bellinger,” | say looking toward the 
parking lot where the huge home run he hit landed. 


“It’s just like you said when we were kids, Finn. | got the 
World Series winning home run and then | got the girl,” he 
says giving me a big ol’ kiss. 

“I think you got the girl first though,” Finn says. 

“Because without having the girl, who had my back when 
times were tough, none of the other stuff would have been 
possible. But now...anything and everything is possible... 
because of her” 

His hugs me tight as he kisses the top of my head. 


“| love you,” he says. 


“I love you.” 


“Bryce, what were you thinking about just before you hit 
that homerun?” the sportscaster for the national news asks 
appearing out of nowhere with a microphone. 


“The same thing I’ve been thinking about since game seven 
of the last series and the same thing I’m going to be 
thinking about forever.” 


“Can you share your secret with us?” the announcer says 
with big eyes ready to get a big scoop that could make her 
famous. I’m highly interested too. 


“Rowing the boat,” he says looking at me and giving mea 
wink. 


“So there you have it folks!” The announcer starts talking to 
the camera again. 


“To the boathouse,” | say making a rowing motion. 

“To the boathouse,” he says. 

And by the time the stadium is emptying out there’s already 
“good luck oars” and stuffed dolphins jumping over oars and 


toy boats that say “Bellinger’s Boat” on them. 


And the fans are gobbling them up left and right like they’re 
going to be out soon. 


But what will never be out are those candle lights that 
burned bright in the boathouse the night the two of us 
became one. 


Because now they burn even brighter than ever before... in 
our memories in our hearts... forever. 


CHAPTER 17 


Brynn 


The players party in the clubhouse for an hour or so while 
Finn and | walk on the field and talk about how Finn and 
Bryce used to play baseball as kids and how far it’s come 
now that Bryce won the World Series and how he publicly 
thanked Finn in front of the world. 


As the camera crews Start to file out the players follow suit. 


| see Bryce come out of the clubhouse and after another 
thank you to my brother, and an apology from my brother 
for even trying to come between or disapproving of Bryce 
and |, Bryce and | get in his Ferrari and take off. 


It’s already well past midnight so when we approach the 
gate to his house in Malibu it’s quiet. 


The guard lets us in and | realize for the first time he doesn’t 
just live in Malibu. He lives in Malibu Colony Beach, which 
technically is just a narrow strip of sand in front of LA.’S 
most pricy and famous homes along Malibu Colony Road in 
Malibu. 


This is the elite of the elite in the Hollywood. People like 
Johnny Carson back when he was the most famous talk show 
host lived here, and Leonardo DiCaprio until recently. 
Madonna, Janet Jackson, and Tom Hanks call or have all 
called this place home, just to name a few. 


We step inside the house and the moment | smell the fresh 
ocean breeze coming through the open windows the scent 
suddenly changes to his as he steps in front of me kissing 
me hard. 


| feel my back hit the wall as he grabs my hands and holds 
them above my head as he devours my mouth and | return 
the favor. 


Soon it’s like a race to see who can get undressed first. Each 
of our hands alternating between taking off our own clothes 
and those of the other. 


Seconds later we’re both stripped down and he grabs me by 
the ass, pulling me up off the ground as I wrap my legs 
around him. 


He turns sideways and | feel my foot hit a ceramic vase and 
hear it shatter on the floor, but that doesn’t stop us. 


Nothing’s coming between us or slowing us down right now, 
our need to great. 


| take his face in both hands and kiss him hard and suddenly 
| feel one of his hands come off my ass and notice as his foot 
catches the underside of the refrigerator door, opening it 
before his hand reaches inside and he removes something 
only to kick the door shut again. 


He carries me out of the kitchen, supporting me with just 
that one hand as he holds something else in the other 


But | don’t care what it is or make an attempt to even know. 
The only thing | want in my hands is him. 


Seconds later | feel a thin curtain flap against my back and 
suddenly | realize we’re on the balcony. 


“Grab the rails,” he says. 


My hands come down as I lock my legs tighter around his 
waist. | look back over my shoulder seeing the ocean 
lapping at the sand a few stories beneath me. 


It feels a little bit dangerous, but | realize my entire weight is 
above the balcony, not over it. Not to mention he always 
keeps a tight grasp on me, except for this one instance 
where he does something with what’s underneath and to the 
side of me, but blocked from my view. 


Suddenly | hear a cork pop and champagne spray 
everywhere. 


| see the Dom Pérignon name and logo as he puts the bottle 
to my mouth and | take a swig. | may only be twenty but | 
think a swig or two, in the privacy of what will soon bea 
home | share with him, to celebrate a World Series trophy 
isn’t going to hurt anybody. 


He takes a swig himself and then pours the bubbly all over 
my chest before he dives in face first licking and sucking my 
breasts with the hunger of a feral beast who’s feeding for the 
first time in days if not months. 


| would say it’s like he just came out of hibernation, but he’s 
never been that type. His thirst for me has been beyond 
strong all throughout the series. He'll play a game until late 
at night satisfying his fans, and then meet me in a hotel 
room or somewhere and satisfy me until the sun rises. 


And I can tell tonight is going to be just like that, except 
even better. 


“How’s your grip?” he asks. 
“Good,” | say. 
“Hold on tight,” he says. 


He empties the bottle on my chest and as the bubbly slides 

down my skin he drops to his knees and my legs slide across 
his shoulders as my pussy finds a very convenient stopper... 
his face. 


His tongue enters me immediately as he licks me clean of 
both my juices and the ones from France’s most esteemed 
and recognized alcohol maker. 


But | don’t need alcohol to become intoxicated from the 
things he can do with that tongue of his. 


He takes my clit into his mouth and slides two fingers into 
my wet hole. 


| gasp as he makes a come hither motion. 


“You like it when | face fuck you?” he asks, continuing to eat 
my pussy while he makes very deep and direct eye contact 
from below. 


“Yes,” | moan. “I can’t get enough.” 


“Good, because once you come for me I’m going to suck you 
dry and then I’m going to bend you over this railing bury my 
bare cock inside your tight little hole,” he says and that’s all 
| need to hear to get to where | need to be as a tidal wave 


unleashes on his face and he cleans me up just as he 
promised all the way and those sucking sounds have me 
climaxing a second time just after the first finishes. 


His shoulder dip forward and my feet touch the ground as he 
slides back and then quickly stands. He finds my hips with 
his hands and spins me around, my hands grasping the 
railing as | feel the head of his cock at my opening, but 
tonight there will be no knocking, no foreplay, as he plunges 
right into me as my back arches aided even more when he 
grabs my hair and pulls it back and down as his hips thrust 
into me. 


| feel my ass jiggling in rhythm to the sea and it’s a 
connection | can’t deny. There’s something so natural and 
so perfect about this. 


And when I hear him moan and his other hand slide around 
and grab my breast hard before moving in-between my 
chest and up to my throat, grabbing the base of my jawline | 
know he’s close. 


He slams into me and his whole body stills, his cock finding 
a depth from behind me that he’s able to literally lift me off 
the ground with his hips. 


And suddenly my feet find the floor and he thrusts twice 
more before he explodes inside me, filling me with his warm 
gift sending my pussy right into a mind bending climax as | 
milk him for everything he has while covering him with my 
cream at the same time. 


A full minute of spasming and twitching and jolts and 
aftershocks later and | feel his muscular chest come to rest 
against my back as he grabs the railing beyond my hands as 
if his entire body is a shield for me. 


| feel his chest heaving into and off of my back as | try 
myself equally as hard to catch my own breath. 


We just stand there, bent over at forty-five degree angles 
watching the water wash away the sand in time only to 
come back again and go away again. 


This wave of coming and going remind me of how easily and 
consistently he makes me feel pleasures of all kinds, and not 
just in the bedroom or in the physical form. 


Because although the passion with him is perfect and 
celebrating these victories with him is incredible, it’s those 
cerebral moments when we're just having great little 
conversations or cuddling together on the couch that make 
it so perfect. 


And I can’t wait until the time comes when it’s a lazy 
Sunday morning and we're lying on the couch listening to 
easy going music as our first born baby rests in the crib just 
next to us as he or she sleeps peacefully to the steady 
rhythm of the sea... after listening to the beat of my heart 
after living inside me for nine months. 


| can’t wait to be the mother to his child... our child, because 
I’m his and he’s mine. 


Forever. 


A school of dolphins jump off in the distance and he kisses 
me underneath the moonlight over the Pacific. 


Now to me, that’s the ultimate home run. 


EPILOGUE 


Brynn 
Two weeks later 


Less than forty-eight hours after the Dolphins won the World 
Series the guys on the team chartered a private plane to 
take all the players and their families down to the Dominican 
Republic. 


| was having a great time in Punta Cana and learning so 
much about the country and its culture. 


The people were so friendly. The food was so tasty. And | 
never knew the country produced so many top tier baseball 
talents. 


That, and its proximity to the States was one of the big 
reasons the guys all wanted to come. 


There were a couple of players on Bryce’s team that were 
from the island, and their wives too. So while the two guys 
from here played tour guide on the golf courses and deep 
sea fishing their ladies showed us some great beaches for 
Swimming and tanning, spas, and even a small surf break at 
Macao surf camp where we did an afternoon doing a girl’s 
only surf lesson. 


And as families we did the “dolphin discovery” but with real 
dolphins, boat trips, and snorkeling and diving in cenotes, 
which are natural pits, or sinkholes, resulting from the 


collapse of limestone bedrock that exposes groundwater 
underneath. And are they ever beautiful. 


But the most beautiful part of our trip was still yet to come. 


| hear Guillermo Guerrero’s SUV pull up out front as he drops 
Bryce off. 


The door comes flying open and he says, “How’s my 
beautiful bronzed beach babe?” His arms are spread out 
wide and he looks like he’s expecting a hug. Oddly enough 
it looks exactly like how he came through the door yesterday 
describing the fish he caught. 


But I’m not thinking about fish right now, I’m thinking about 
the animal that’s famous for catching them. 


The stork. 
There’s a pregnancy stick on the table. 


“Are you smoking?” Bryce asks totally surprised. And I’m 
equally shocked by his question. 


“Smoking?” 
“That’s one of those Juul things, right?” 
“What in the world is that?” 


“One of those trendy vapes that looks like a flash drive. You 
can charge it in aUSB port.” 


“Bryce?” 


“What?” 


“Are you kidding me?” 


“| thought you were messing with me or something. | know 
you don’t smoke. What is that th—” 


His eyes wander to the box next to the stick. All the 
branding on the box is in Spanish, but you don’t have to be 
a linguist to know what it is judging by the pink color of the 
box and the picture of a baby boy and a baby girl on the 
box. 


“Wait asecond. You took a.. What did it say?” 
| just nod my head. 


Bryce’s golf bag falls from his shoulder and the sound of the 
graphite shaft, hollow titanium, steelhead golf clubs bounce 
of the tile making an assortment of tinging sounds as the 
various metals hit the floor 


He quickly steps toward me taking my face in his hands and 
bringing me off the couch and to him as he kisses me hard. 


“My life just keeps getting better and better since you came 
to that first game,” he says. 


“You're not worried? | mean you're playing baseball most of 
the year You’re busy. You’ve got—” 


His finger comes up to my lips, silencing me as he has before 
when I’m nervous or overly concerned about something that 
| shouldn't be. 


“When | told you | wanted you to have my baby | meant as 
soon as possible... preferably yesterday. | want to get our 


family started immediately and this news couldn’t be any 
better,” he says as he hugs me tight. 


“But l'Il deliver during the season. What if you’re on a long 
road trip or something.” 


“Then l'Il come home, because life is more important than 
trying to put a round bat on a round ball. That’s a game. A 
game that | love, but one day it will be over. Family is 
always most important and family lasts forever.” 


“Thank you,” | say. 


“Are you kidding? Thank you for making me the happiest 
man on the face of the earth...again and again and again.” 
He pauses and runs over to his golf bag digging for 
something. 


“Whatcha doin?” 
“I'm calling your brother to let him know.” 


“We should probably wait awhile until we start telling 
people.” 


“Are you kidding? | can’t wait to brag all about you to 
everybody. Not to mention this just reinforces that we were 
meant for each other. We probably got pregnant on the first 
try.” 


| notice the way he uses the word we and not you, and | 
know he’s going to be right there with me all the way 
through this entire pregnancy. But! already knew that’s the 
kind of family man he is and that he’s just as devoted to the 
little boys and girls we create together as he is to me. 


“Let’s at least wait until we get back to the States so we can 
run atest at a proper doctor’s office to confirm,” | say. 


“You sure?” 

“Yeah. It’s the smart thing to do.” 

Bryce makes his way back over to me with a long look on his 
face like | let the wind out of his sails. He sets the phone on 
the table and then his eyes open up wide again. 

“You know what? That’s a great idea.” 

“Why is that a great idea?” | ask. 

“Because,” he says scooping me up off the floor “That gives 
us more chances to absolutely, positively, undeniably make 
sure you’re pregnant,” he says. 


“Bryce!” | say as he carries me to the bedroom. 


“| love it when you call me that but you know what I’m going 
to love being called even more?” 


“What’s that?” 
“Dad... by our children.” 


“Our kids,” | say as he kisses me and then playfully says, 
“Uh one...uh two...uh...” as he playfully swings me back and 
forth before he tosses me onto the bed and quickly tears off 
his clothes and tosses them to the side. 


“We've been eating a lot of fish down here,” he says as he 
climbs on top of me helping me get out of my clothes... or 
more like ripping them off me. 


“What does that have to do with what we're about to... uh 
hum...do?” 


“Isn’t that brain food? We're gonna have the smartest kids,” 
he says. 


“I hope so, but what’s more important than anything else is 
that they’re ours.” 


“Ours. As much as | love knowing that you’re mine and 
mine alone the only thing | love more is when something’s 
ours. And by ours | mean everything.” 


“To our future children,” | say. 


“To them,” he says as he lines his cock up to my opening. 
“And the pleasure we both get in making them.” 


He slowly enters me as the breeze comes through the 
window. 


He leans in and kisses me on the forehead. I’m already wet 
and ready for him, which is how I’ve spent most of this entire 
vacation. 


And as he slowly moves in and out of me as he kisses me 
gently | relax into the high thread count duvet cover that 
contains the goose down comforter inside. 


| feel totally relaxed and totally at peace as we make love as 
the sun sets in the Caribbean through the window above the 
bed, knowing in nine short months the sun will rise for the 
first time for our first child. 


Our child. The first of many that will call me mom and Bryce 
dad. 


And one day they just might have kids of their own...and 
until then | can’t wait to enjoy every single second of my life 
with him. 


My first. My everything. My guy who wins on the baseball 
field and more importantly makes us both winners in the 
game of life. 


Because of our love, our children, and our family that we'll 
soon be starting. 


Together. 


EXTEN DED EPILOGUE 


Bryce 
Twelve years later 


“Come on, Brooklyn! You can do it!” my eleven-year-old son 
Brett yells. 


Brett is playing first base for his little league team while his 
twin sister Brooklyn is on the mound pitching. 


They only need one more out to win the LA. City Little 
League Championship. 


It’s the first year of my adult life not playing professional 
baseball and I thought I was going to really miss it. 


Not a chance. 


Living vicariously through my kids is so much fun, not to 
mention watching my daughter's journey playing a sport 
where over ninety-nine point nine percent of the sport’s 

participants are boys. 


And that percentage would be even a fractional percentage 
higher if it wasn’t for her other sister, nine-year-old Bristol, 
who’s out in left field. 


And my other son, Bristol’s twin, is right there next to her in 
centerfield. 


When we had Brooklyn and Brett eleven years ago it was 
like hitting the jackpot. It was like a lightning strike. A boy 
and a girl on our first try. How lucky could we get? 


Well apparently very, because two years later Bristol and 
Bridger came along and that pretty much put an end to 
Brynn’s days as a pregnant woman. 


But who was | to complain? 


She'd already given me four amazing children and not only 
that she’d carried twins twice. Talk about a real MVP of the 
family. 


Brooklyn winds up and throws strike one to the boy who’s 
batting. | can see his face turning red with anger from way 
over in the dugout. It’s not the first time this season. 


When those boys step up to the plate and see a girl pitching 
they lick their chops thinking their going to spend the 
afternoon hitting home runs off of her, only to find they’re 
spending their day in the sun pulling splinters out of their 
butts after they quickly strike out and then go back to the 
dugout where they plop down hard and start sulking. 


Lucky for them she doesn’t add insult to injury by taking off 
her jersey after the game to reveal her “The Future is 
Female” shirt that her great-grandmother got her for her 
birthday. She wears that shirt underneath her jersey as she 
finds the material of the actual jersey scratchy. That and it’s 
her good luck charm as her great-grandma got it for her 
right after she beat cancer We got her the best docs in the 
world and they were able to help her pull off a miracle. 


And what else is a miracle is how rapidly the slogan on 
great-grandma’s shirt is actually coming to fruition. I’m not 


sure how | feel about her shirt mostly because to me it looks 
like the time to be female is now. 


Brooklyn is our star pitcher and little Bristol has the highest 
batting average on the team. And am I ever proud of them. 


But like any father I’m proud of all my kids, especially my 
boys, for taking this all in stride and supporting their sisters 
one hundred percent...not to mention sticking up for them 
when the time comes and boy does it ever come often. 


“Strike two!” the umpire yells and we’re only one strike away 
from the championship. 


“Concession stand cashier says he can accommodate us,” 
comes from behind me. 


| turn and see my wife’s fingers interlaced in the chain link 
fence that separates the dugout from the stands. | turn to 
her and kiss her through one of the holes in the fence. 


“That writer from Sports Illustrated is here,” | say. “Sitting 
right behind home plate. Says Brooklyn is the next Mo'Ne 
Davis,” | say, referring to the girl who, as a thirteen year old 
in 2014, pitched a shutout and got the win in the Little 
League World Series...and then went on to be the first Little 
Leaguer to be featured on the cover of Sports Illustrated. 


“Whatever she does she knows we're all going to be proud of 
her and support her one hundred percent,” Brynn says. 


“You know what I like most about her, and all our kids?” | 
Say. 


“That they’re ours?” my wife asks. 


| can’t help but smile. “Okay the second most thing.” 
“I can name so many,” she says. 


“That all they’re thinking about right now is what flavor of 
soda they’re going to get after the game and how they're 
going to shake hands with the other team and probably 
even celebrate the game with them. | love that all the kids 
out here today are so humble and most importantly they’re 
still just kids being kids...enjoying their summer and 
enjoying their youth.” 


“| couldn’t agree more,” Brynn says. 

| kiss her again through the chain linked fence. 

“Strike three!” the umpire yells and all the kids throw their 
gloves in the air and rush to shake hands with the other 


players. 


“So you’re saying you're open to the idea of having more 
kids?” 


“Bryce! We talked about this.” 


“You know everyone’s going to be at the concession stand 
for the next thirty minutes or so. There’s the field 
maintenance shed way out past the outfield where they 
keep the chalk lining machine and stuff. There’s no reason 
for anyone else to go in there for the rest of the day and 
guess who's got a key?” | jiggle the key up to the fence. 


Brynn smiles. 


“Don’t threaten me with a good time,” she says. 


“So l'Il meet you there in five?” Damn, is she finally going to 
go for it? This is like Christmas and my birthday wrapped 
into one. We still have sex two or three times a day and do | 
still love her body, addicted to her is the more accurate way 
of putting it, but having our fifth child? That’s what | want 
more than anything. 


“You keep looking at me like that slugger and | might just let 
you get past second base... way past.” 


| kiss her again hard and then dart out of the dugout to 
shake hands with the coach before | pay the concession 
cashier for all the kids drinks and snacks. 


Next stop...the field maintenance shed. 


And the most important next stop comes nine months 
later...the delivery room. 


There’s just one question... it gave Brooklyn her name 
because she was conceived in New York, and Bridger his 
name because... well, that’s not too hard to figure out. And 
then Bristol because there was that ski weekend in 
Connecticut, and Brett because of a famous ballplayer who 
played the game the right way then what will we name 
number five? 


Or will we have two again? 
Decisions decisions. 
But the best decision | ever made was to jump in those 


stands and claim my woman in front of all those people. To 
let the world know right then that she was mine. 


Yeah | was going after that baseball. That was my baseball 
and nothing was going to stop me from getting it. 


At least that’s what the world believes. 

But deep down | know what | was really going after that day 
and ever since was her Because even though we’re married 
with four awesome kids | still pursue her like it’s our first 
date. She just has that effect on me. | can’t ever get 
enough. 

And I think back to that moment in the boathouse in New 
York often, and the moment | wanted that baseball in the 
stands equally as much. 

Baseball mine, | yelled, or something like that. 


But what | really meant is “she’s mine.” 


And I’ve been proving it to her every day since and will 
continue to forever and always. 


Knock. Knock. Knock. Knock. 


| open the door to the maintenance shed like a high school 
boy on a secret romantic rendezvous with his girlfriend. 


She slides inside and seconds later we’re sliding out of our 
clothes and I’m sliding into her 


The woman who runs our home is my home run of a lifetime 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 
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